Cor I 8:3 But if anyone loves God, this one is known by Him. 
To Steffi-Weffi 


Sons of Houdini by Erik Weisz 


These supposedly psychically transcribed fantasias are completely fabricated and 
just examples of literary license, without slander or malice. They are fictional, 
one and all. This disclaimer written by Barack Obama using Kevin Anderson's hand. 
What Hooie! 


AOD 

This is a mystery. The older kind. How several people could get whole populations to 
change their minds. Some needed wiles, Some needed faith, none needed a fall from 
grace, but one... had to go into space. Never will I tell you, the narrator's name, 
but make a note there is also an ameneuse who has another fame. Not in in the 
pictures, but in Washington's book. Cuz his utmost dedication is all that it took to 
change for the better this old kind world. And bring much joy to his sweetie-pie of 
a girl. Because this here book is dedicated to her. 


AON 

Casuistry. A faith quite ignoble. But Frederick March, it paid double. A Jekyll and 
Hyde himself, he found romance trouble. But when he started a dating service, it 
ended many people's troubles. A careful survey, with questions about desires and 
goals, even political party affiliation played its role, he matched them and hatched 
them and drew curlicues, then he introduced the best matches to their potential 
spouses. This concept grew copycats all throughout the world, but when he found his 
anonymous match, he knew he'd found his girl. She wore a sarong in many of her 
films. Dorothy Lamour was his match and when they went out together, a wedding was 
hatched. This man and this woman were such a well-matched pair that they constantly 
wore other costumes and together had swell affairs. These notorious adulterers were 
only playing with their spouses, but they sure got Hedda Hopper grouseity-grousing. 


AOP 

Very English of me, now who could it be? Not Peter O'Toole this is 1923, only one 
man has such flair to impersonate and Englishman with such savoir faire. Not 
arbuckle, nor keaton but you know my real name. Dancing girls backwards is key to my 
game. ‘Cuz aim of a dancer is to make your partner look good, Fred Astaire's the 
name, and I came up in my own neighborhood. Singing and dancing on top of the 
rooftops and wining and dining beneath the awning. Delighted not knighted is the 
American Way and as afar as all that, have you seen my partners? Hey Hey Hey Hey. 


AWC. 

The wind, I ran like it, far, fast and strong, I also had my folks rove to help me 
along. But when knowledge of those boogers, started to come along, I tried out for 
the Olympics and my showing was strong. I won more events than any other contender, 
and then for awhile I went on a bender, but the love of my parents, pulled me back 
quickly. And I realized shortly that I hadn't been eating cereal. So I went back to 
my morning breakfast and the booze craving stopped. Then I started doing appearances 
in the inner city to support the cops, I could tell who was doping and who was 
beaten, so local child authorities their lives could sweeten. They all came to see 


me for missing me would be sad. My name, Jesse Owens. Doesn't that make you glad? 


AZA 

Dreamtime 

I ran through the world, smile in my eyes, a disaster around changed up my mind, 
when Sylmar hit I ran like a demon, from the mountains to the prairies I was doin' 
no schemin'. You'll get it. As ease and delight for I'm rockin’ easy every Saturday 
night, hours and days have walked through the street and my life started when I sang 
"Reet Petite’ Jackie Wilson's my name, and after me ‘rarce' music was never the 
same. I put High trills and operatic vocalization into an R&B setting, that cat has 
soul is what they said, so that's what I called music like mine and it spread. A 
reep-bop-a-duba and a feeling of ease. 


AZB 

Sorry I ran, I had a bad leg, my old man kicked my tail and it needed a peg. So went 
to a small hospital, out near Ohio, and they did arthroscopic surgery for cash money 
and no questions. I taught people many things, how to drive, how to race, how to 
handle a divorce, and when to join AA. My name you can guess although I'm actually a 
Houdini, although most people know me as Steve McQueen. 


AZC 

I have a dream was the call I rallied to, the sorrow of his loss nearly brought me 
down. I played for my husband, different rapable gals, and he obliged every time, 
for some tough legal precedents. Paula and Monica wasn't my real names, they had 
died by actual rapists and my sisters from college had carried on their songs. But 
look at my eyes and you'll know, I was the one. Hillary Clinton. 


AZD 

With many dreams 

I walk through this book like a ghost, hammering sense into the heads of those 
without sense. Most have a sense of their own desirability, but none consider me as 
much more thana sex object. Cassie the clown is what you can call me. And I'll clown 
you all the way to Neverland if you try to woo me. I've got my girl, she loves me 
and I'll never desire another man. I had Houdini and I got a chance at his greatest 
triumph, but he would have been aghast if he'd known I was his biological mother. 
That's my son, the guy, The Cat, Imagine that. He'd rode through town 3 times, each 
time seeking my suggestion, Me, My wife, and a gal who truly loved him. But the gal 
he loves beyond belief was right here in Indio, she loves him back more. 


AZE 

I"m her wife, her protege. Read the first book, I've never loved a man the way I 
love her, her stonerass son, left me mightly flattered, but I knew he was hands off. 
Cuz I'm married to his mommy. You can't even imagine how little trouble he caused 
me, he even found some of the artifacts of my favorite performers. Ward Bond's prop 
gun, was his greatest score. Sold it for $30@ to a John Ford collector. He didn't 
stalk us, for we invited him. But the method he used, sure was scary. Sniffin' the 
wind for odor from cooked pavement that we had traveled some 8@ years before. 
Talkin’ bout Chaplin, my erstwhile granddad, my cousin is famous too. River Phoenix. 
I know he is still alive, for I know his wife. 


AZG 

This is the best one, for all you millenials. My name's Danny Trejo, and I sure do 
drink, but I stop all the time after two drinks. I frequent Hustler casino, and the 
pier near Malibu, but if you see me at Pink's Hot Dogs, you can challenge me to 
fight you and fight you I will, somewhere around Venice. But first we'll sign an 
agreement so I'm not viewed as a public menace. 


AZH 

Early Dreams. 

We smile, a mile wide. as we take a ride. We're all lookin’ for something, ours is a 
great venue. We're the Go-Gos and it's Vacation time and we want you to know, that 
when we hid Darby Crash, we didn't have far to go. We just drove him to the beach 
and then let him stroll, into the life of a dead surfer guy. Nobody famous, he 
wanted out of the public eye, but years later he wanted back in. With a great story 
about an alien conspiracy. Chris Carter you know but he won't answer to Darby. He's 
tired of the smell of cooked human flesh up his nose. It wasn't just GERMS burns but 
that was the last straw. It was mainly the booze and foul air in the city. 


AZM 

The Code 

These letters represent Enigma recipes. Punch them on in with standard settings and 
you will see. You can find an online one without trying hard. Then look for a word 
with those letters in that paragraph andyou will be entertained or rewarded. In 
order, one by one 3 letters at a time. 


AZO 

With a wind he rode past then he tipped his hat, and I knew for certain, he didn't 
die like that. I grinned wide, that chucklehead would be cavorting with his bride, 
playing fake spiritualists, to have time with his lady. Later, he was just her 
gardener until she passed away. But you better know that with Houdini. I rarely 
believe what I'm told. 


AZY 

Dreamer Schemer 

Here's what the story is about. The end of the world as predicted by the Mayans. 
Kidding. It's about several adventures of my kids. You'll grow to love them, as I 
certainly did. Of course this is Houdini. I'm the primary narrator. But there are 
many others including my brother. All are so delightful, I don't have a favorite. 
But for sheer audaciousness, I have a favorite stunt. The kid is humble but he got 
badly humped, the stunt that he pulled was stopping subsidence in the Coachella 
Valley with a two-fold stunt. One was to build a giant aeroator to bring water in. 
The other was to ensure proper drainage by cleansing channels with salt. You'll 
never know just how he did it. Just know that police are often imitative. 


BAA 

Many Dreamers, Here's several, all actual kids. Bill Bixby, Jonathan Winters, Uncle 
Milty, Jimmie Rodgers and one more who recently spoke, a hoofer, dynamic on-screen 
and one heck of a kind bloke. Without a doubt you know I speak of Astaire. But also, 
you'll meet Jimmy Stewart another son. 


BAM 

Some mysteries are unattainable, at least for a time, like some people think they 
can climb Everest the moment they can rockclimb, they can't of course anymore than I 
can trickride a horse. My name Stephen Hawking, and I use the Force. 


BAN 

I cheated, bad, faked my whole thesis at UCLA, you should have thrown my book on 
magic in the garbage can, but my imagination made Houdini's grade and in 1972, I met 
the man. This is all a bigger hoax than mine ever was, but at least this joker 
admits it right in the frontispiece. 


BAO 

Tristam Shandy. Haw Haw Haw Haw. This book is more convoluted than Proust's fake 
identities. Am I lying of course I am. How else could an impoverished academeic have 
so many fake celebrity identities write parts of his book for him. Who am I? He 
knows, the only celebrity in Hollywood besides John Malkovich who might make a joke 
about Tristam Shandy. You can call me U.! Q. Did. 


BAP 

Easy ways, longer life, waiting along for just the right wife, had a few anyhow, 
some say a few too many. I'm the last of Harry and Bess's biological sons, you can 
call me Tom Cruise. 


BAR 

This has too many words for me, monosyllabic grunts is all you get from me. I roamed 
Houdini's trail in Brooklyn, tossed my shoes over the lightpost where he did a 
straightjacket escape. Some think me a great writer, some think me a shaved ape. But 
when I directed and wrote a series of boxing movies with a punchdrunk fighter named 
Wocky Ballboa, did I make the grade. So Hallelujah Hollywood, A New York writer is 
coming your way. 


BBA 

Now you know how to solve riddles, that are couched in rhyme. You're sure to find it 
useful some other time, maybe writing a homie, or teasing your kids or couching in 
metaphor some intelligence thing. Why would I care? Cuz I'm President Obama, and I 
think it important that you understand poetic grammar. For to outpace the world we 
have to catch up literately with the British, they carry the literary standard the 
way the Chinese carry the math. 


BCA 


With many times the world moves gradually forward, slow precession of intervals 
where the world gently changes. In modern times the world has had much tumult and 
upheaval , times of peace seem fewer as population gets larger.many ways have been 
tried to cool the population, and someday there will have to be an agreement between 
nations, many nations or some, I think some sounds easier, so give it a little while 
and debate smaller populations among several coalitions. Yes this is the 
Supernarrator that 10@ year old cuss, who has been keeping an eye on things, with 
barely any fuss. 


BCB. 

This ain't that old boob, this is Liz Taylor, I thought he flushed my violet-limned 
diamonds down the drain and wanted to kill him. And then that booger told me that he 
had just fooled me, THEN I wanted to kill him but Steve told me. "We'll get him 
soon, he's got Detroit stock, I'll collapse GM, and their doors will have to lock.’ 
Giddy, I cried "We got him now!" until 2 years later I realized that Steve ripped me 
off and now he'd tell me where to find him. 


BCO 

The wind often blows where the night is untamed, if you lived in the pass, you'd 
feel the same. You'd swear by Hosea or sweet Zecheria that the day is as wonderful, 
as the night is too windy. Somedays in Banning it blows through way too rapidly. 
That's why I lived in Yucaipa against the lee of a hill. Nothing is easy, usually 
things are fair. But sometimes you have to live life harder than you deserve. 


BCP 

Early in the afternoon, I'd smile often, watching the ships, not playing with 
dolphins. Though they sometimes dance by, on my catamaran, all over the world, near 
granpop's hotel or out with my girls dancing and doofing. Smiling at the world, I'm 
Paris Hilton and I usta be a churl. I justwish I'd had the luck to be his 3rd 
Hollywood girl. Nobody knows who that one is yet, but when I met her she made me all 
wet. With a squirtgun you horndogs, we met at the beach, but when you see her, 
you'll joyfully release. 


BCQ 

In dreams I walk, in shadow too, my name's Robert Englund and I might kill you, I'll 
be driftin’ around, in my Freddy dream and I'll make a gesture, that's basically 
obscene, then I'll cackle and chortle and give all that guff. Then with special 
effects I'll do another snuff. AHAAHAHAHAHAHA! 


BDA 

Elements of Reason seem just so quixotic, I invented a new element of optic. Soft 
Hydrophilic contact lenses, cuz the hard ones hurt my eyes but I'm better known for 
the gesture of my hand, not my eyes. 3D chess too, or mind-melding. In search of 
notypecasting was my biggest thing. 


BDB 

Soulster. 

G'night Irene. It's a many-splendored thing. As far as Natty dressers go, I am The 
King. Cole black hair, flashing eyes, ivories tickling. Who am I? TO love you so 
dearly I'd sing out in rhyme. Sweet Billie Holiday, without you I am dying. Sorrow 
cigarettes, coughing unto death. Having another cigarette before I catch my breath. 
Nat King Cole Daddy-O, and all that I know is that every single singer knew I could 
steal the show. 


BDC 

My lovers in my songs. My helium voice, He rescued me before I had to make a choice. 
I won't talk about it, but he saved me three times, once from a rape gang, once from 
my love and once from an assassination attempt for easing his push and shove. You 
know who I am, but if you haven't figured it out. Do a quick freeze frame and shout 


"Vogue’ and you figured it out. 


BDD 

Now you know, most of the rogues gallery friends and relations known by everybody 
the real story as always takes time and comes from glory. These United States will 
become America in glory. All the nations on two continents will unite as a union to 
make better sense. U.S. The foundations in cantons like Mexico, all united with 
LOOSE federal system. 


BDE 

Days of wild wonder 
Hours of swift economy 
The life interrupted. 
And the day ever kinder. 
Your day is complete, 
with never a mind 

when you guess 

what delivery 

comes from 

future time. 

-Brent Spiner 


BDF. 

Windows and windows. Aisles and Aisles. Happiness raining from love of the islands. 
Winds like forever. Days that keep rolling. Masterful daybreak and nighttime 
a-gloaming. Nobody's said, nobody's lied. WInding and suggestion. Wondering if 
you've asked a question. Silence of life easy peasy. The daylight comes through and 
it is so greasy. I bask in the daylight, and smile through the rain. There is no 
doubt about my old refrain. Sweet Emotion, I called into the booth and when I 
finished singing, I snorted some toot. There from the early, I'm never late, but 
sometimes I sing a song that doesn't rate. These days are less few. Walking with 
ease. Sometimes the rain soaks into your jeans. 


BDG 

And with the wind I fly away. Early Early in the day hours from daybreak. What can I 
say? The nighttime stars groovy and nothing to say. Early hours, joys of love, songs 
of hours. Pretty girls, rockin’ cool, dancin' fool, love on fire, sweet desire, 
dancin’ wild, sing-song ditty, she's so pretty. Cradle to the altar that's this 
song. Cradle to the grave is a sing-a-long. Who I am you shall see. But I'll make 
this clear. THE CAT BELONGS TO *ME*! 


BDH 

Clear as can be, life filled with breeze. Only the wind will call on me. Pit and the 
pendulum, I know who he was. The Poe toaster. Nunoftheabove. Fandom from Fandom. 
This is my second poem. Look for my signature hand gesture on one of the bottles of 
wine. You won't find my fingerprints, I wore gloves. Like I did in one movie before 
I passed it on. Now you know who I am. OR you don't. But if you don't, I'll give you 
one hint. I'm in search of it. 


BDI 


Formerly known as a cigarette girl. Eventually I got hard as nails. My smile my 
trademark, sharp as my dad's, my mom's mutable hair, and changable dress. Rio Bravo 
to Police Woman, Always quite fit. Battle of the Network Stars, I participated a 
bit. Angie most called me, but some call me babe. I'll answer to either, as long as 
you're sane. 


BDI 

KHA. I call you, from years away, I come from Japan and love to play. Someday I'll 
be famous in the uSA, but right now I'm a friend of a gal named Stephanie. She knows 
who I am, she takes care of my kid and you totally love her, so just stay away. I 
know that's not necessary, but just cuz you're kind. I know it's not only but just 
cuz you're kind. I know it's not only but with her it sure is, meaning I know you'd 
never stop loving her, but she'd still be bummed if you reached out to me. She was 
so scared you'd run away with me; that she put you in a castle and nearly threw away 
the key. Now she knows you love her more, so it will be easy. Just enjoy the next 
few days, they'll be sweet as can be. 


BDK. 

WIndy wild. I ride far away, over the breeze and sometimes the ecological 
demonstration nearly brought us to our knees. Less hotels than demonstrators up in 
Joshua Tree. It didn't make the papers, I was there but I sure made a splash. Just 
like I did with my first movie. 


BDL 

Nobody ever wondered what happened to me. I was a chauffeur for Sigourney, and also 
Doug Henning. I got there with hard work and NOT putting my driving to the test. 
"Smooth ride", Mr. Houdini, saith she, is the moment I lovew the best. Blew my mind 
til’ I realized she'd been tipped, not smelled my fest.. Then I just laughed and 
Said "That's my boy, What an Idiot!’ 


BDM 

Funny how life is, first you're up, then you're down, and as long as you keep it 
together, the world won't spin you around. But keep smiling and keep rockin' and the 
world will change wonderfully. Making you the master of all you survey, and then 
some. 


BDN 

Dreamcall, sweet and loving from so far away, I knew that everything you do can be 
believed from daybreak to nightfall. The song has its complaints, but at the crack 
of dawn you must ask your parents. This one don't matter. My days are long. No 
Respect was my signature line for loafin' along. Just call me Rodney, boy have I 
come along. From my days screenin' showgirls, to my days on the force. Today I'ma 
little thinner, but boy I smell worse. At least my wife doesn't yell at me for 
snakin' smokes from her purse. 


BDO 

Nobody Knows when the Duke came to play, but his great stage sense sure played. From 
gospel in the barnyard, to slaves on the stage. He knew people and taught me how to 
play. Like the girl with the derringer is what he called me. A pistol, shootin’ off 
her mouth and singin' SO Loud. My name's Ethel Merman and I taught Houdini how to 


vote with the crowd. 


BDP 

This dream fades into forever for that's how long it seems. Like yesterday to 
tomorrow, we promise the day. Sweet Hallelujah at the end of each day, until we make 
you rich the olde-fashioned way, this goes to all stoners who stopped, the girls of 
"That 7@s Show'. 


BDQ 
Wonderous wonder, we have to agree. Just patience for working is all you can need, I 
found wisdom in Fairmount Park doing tricks with shorts far off in Riverside, away 
from Hollywood where people are poorer, soon I will play a swordfishtrombone as I 
return to Venice and play piano some more. 


BDR 

Serio, Man. I drove in Death Proof, tuff as nails little black girl with a roscoe in 
her pocket. I just want you all to know that the world is soo sweet, that nobody 
knows whut troubles I've seen, as we get into the story, just look and you will see, 
me driving down Santa Monica Blvd. So sweet and kind. Goin' to Magicopolis, so they 
can blow my mind, then up to Sunset for the last of the night. Til’ daylight comes 
in and follows the morning light. 


BDS 

Wild permits, we draw crowds not back then only just now. We're The Eagles, and we 
soar, like any classic band. But back in the Eighties, some folks lent a hand. No 
worries, No hurries , just patience and peace. We expect lots of drugs, but no 
release. That’ fast lane we walked was a long time ago. Today ‘The fast lane’ seems 
kinda slow. But if you love your lady, take her for a drive and you'll reach the 
homestretch by lane 3. 


BDT 

Wild songs, wild love, wild dancing, Houdini ran into me when I was dancing and 
prancing, I sang, Stardust, that old fashioned song, and we danced like Fred Astaire 
and a petite Ginger Rogers. Peter Pan was my trademark in the 1970s. Plenty of 
muppets too, and JIF peanut butter. My name? Sandi Duncan. 


BDU 

Solar, the power of the sun, my proponent Zonker by Garry Trudeau. Tanning contests, 
competitions an international ring. He even touched on that skin cancer thing. But 
you can't stop an adict once he's made up his mind, so trust in the Earth's rotation 
to stop his decline, then he has to go surfing, or play football or in Zonker's 
case... puff a big hashball. 


BDV 

Old hours and powers. I squatlifted a car. Then I found myself wondering ‘Who killed 
Jim Morrison?" So I went to Paris, and for a second saw a ghost rustling through the 
roses for weed cigarettes, I hollered "PUT THOSE DOWN' and off he did scoot, he 
looked like he did in his pictures as a kid. I never saw him that I know of again. 


BDW 


There's never a warning when the night's going to fall, just a sense of 
understanding that the time has come, like when the bomb went off at Hiroshima, or 
when Christ on the cross and the earth quaked, and the lights went out some things 
you just go back to. An example of this in social climes, like when Madonna came up 
or the hippies arrived. The world often changes but love still remains, the way that 
Johnny Carson on The Tonight Show still held the reins through nearly 5@ years like 
The New York Times that while sometimes overpowered never quite leaves our minds, 
the moon landing, The Super Bowl, The Telegram too, these new innovations stay with 
us a long time, but lately... They've been coming faster with hardly time to catch 
our breath, so maybe, fade back to books, sports and praying, these simpler ways 
provide so much knowledge, they all work) like the Internet helps you out in 
college, the basics of discipline, for thousands of years before technology came 
along, simplified and stepped in. Some may bemoan it. Some miss the Seventies, when 
they could buy a sweet little car, for several weeks wages, the things people are 
interested in, always are the most available. Today, it's this, the size of a coffee 
table. Our old habits aren't foolish and we're well adapted for them, our new ones 
can be interesting, but tend to generate too much waste. So I'm hopin' we go back to 
an old-timey state maybe with a playhouse that isn't second rate. No sticky floors, 
no smelly old seating, just well cared for entertainment venues. Also for employment 
nearby, wining and dining, for peace, romance and the cleaner world for which we've 
been pining. 


BDX 

Look, my eyes, they shine late at night, or is it my lips that you see ona 
billboard, I'm not Wednesday Addams, I'm not Vampira, neither am I that smelly 
couch-draggin' Elvira, I'm Jennifer Tilly, and check out my smile. I've got a few 
million dollars and rarely home to drive a mule. I'm skilled at poker, do a mean 
movie, you know I'll be acting. The only thing I really want, is a great Afternoon 
enoying my home and juicing out by the pool. 


BEX 

Dreaming 

I never found that fascinating world, the questions, the suggestions, the hypnotic 
girl, instead, I found Rock-N-Roll, and an olde folkie girl. Hello stranger, Hey 
Pullman, that Ring of fire, one piece at a time, WIldwood Flower, A boy named Sue. 
What can you do? The man in black, is a sweet sensation country's outlaw answer to 
disco nation. 


BFA 

I solo'd my first time, with my biological father. I then did a wiggle in which the 
plane didn't founder. I low-buzzed a haystack and watched the Hayfly. Hayfly I named 
my next character guy. My name Jonathan Winters old-timers already guessed. But 
here's one joke to prove I was America's best. How many times have you ever done 
this, and I spit out my bubblegum, stick it to my head, and stick my hat on it. I 
look around for like wild applause then act all depressed when I get a pause. Then I 
take my hat off and scratch my head where the gum is, and say, that worked better in 
practice, lemme try it again. 


BFB 
Early wilds, runnin’ the street. Dancin’ the daylight, keepin’ your feet. Nobody's 


puzzled. No One Knows Why I look at the floor, look at the sky. Smile at the 
daylight laugh in it's eye. Goldie they called me, you'll never know why, OK I'll 
tell you cuz I smile at all guys, especially the rich ones, til’ I had one million 
and five, then I bougyht a house, out into the suburbs, settled down inexpensively 
so I could afford it. Then I kept workin’ just chuggin' along, here a new movie, 
here a new song. Singer? but you never did no records? Wrong I'm also Dusty 
Springfield, who passed away from pills and her liver. 


BGA 

Dreamer Angel, the man of the hour, loving anniversaries, driving in my car. Bob 
Hope is my name and you better bet that I dig on the world. And sometimes drive a 
"vette so think gentle peoples. But do not ye mind as I fly around the world 
spreading the American Way. 


BGB 

No Lyin’. This work has flow and dementia. The nighttime, the daytime the world in 
absentia, days rollin’ easy, night time. I watch the TV. I've seen hours of MASH, 
Reruns of Simpsons, back in my salad days I was known as George Jefferson, but 
that's not the only name you know me as, thin out my mustache and large afro and 
you'll see a face that you all know. By the time ‘I had a dream' I wanted to leave 
but Hoover had another trick up his sleeve. He told me the night before, with all 
people watching there. Things won't happen very much more often. So if you can lend 
a hand, and slump as if shot. We'll rig up your clothing to make it look as if you 
took a bullet. I said "But... what about my family?" and his answer... "We offered 
to them to go into hiding too. They said, "just tell us who he is and we'll spend 
time with him, we'll figure out a way we can guest star with him. And that's why so 
many guest stars on seventies TV, so J. Edgar Hoover could keep his promise to me. 


BGC 

When I find the green nefertitit, I'll have a day or two to smile at her wisdom. In 
hours, in days, whatever it takes, all that I know is that everything is jake. From 
the morning to the evening I smile around a sweet killer breakfast, and a lunchtime 
that isn't Jack Daniels, steely blue eyes, silverback hair, more twinkles in my eye 
than Fred Astaire. Newman they called me, Paul to my friends, smile a mile wide, now 
I wear depends. 


BGD 

Dreamsong 

This is the first one of these. An album, A window, a dark demoiselle, songs 
everlasting, nighttime is swell, one of three brothers, they'll get easier, I'm the 
smooth operator, but you can call me wah-oot wahh. 


BGE 
Songdream 

I will not tell you why, I cannot sing high, but I do it anyways for long gentle 
days. Songster I am, and Robin's my name but when I first made the charts my world 
was aflame. I sought resolution and it never came but then I realized that Hippies 
had become passé. 


BGF 

Early ways bury the single day. I loved Beatles songs, Beatles boots and Beatle 
beards, although George Carlin assured me that those were sure weird. Our seventies 
vibe was astrology-based for the stars were our watchword when we finally landed in 
Space. Cocaine was our drug. Andy's was but a capsule, he took black beauties and 
Slept like a natural. Then we realized ALL our living space was saturated in blow, 
that's why he slept normal with a drug that would lay most people low. We broadcast 
this knowledge through many mediums, keepin’ it cool and totally breezy. 


BHT 

Cherry red my favorite color, I flew so high sometimes never came down. Peanut 
butter and jelly pie, fried chicken and molasses, deep-fried rattlesnake, chocolate 
smothered cherry pie. I believe in the power of sweet soul music and rock'n'roll, 
some say I invented rock'n'roll but it was really Chuck Berry, I heard that cat 
pwayin' in Kansas City way back in 1958, then I heard about this white cat who saved 
a trucker from getting lynched and got tossed in a ditch dead. Me and my girls found 
his body, buried him respectfully and then I went as Judy Garland and talked to his 
mama. She cried. 


BHQ 

Dreams above, Dreams below all I know is what I know. Dan Blocker's the name and 
football is my game. But the game on Bonanza was much the same. Ridin’ and ropin', 
shootin’ and when there's too much trouble scootin'. 


BHR 
Dreamer, Schemer, Winer, Diner. I won't tell you this secret, but I married a wino. 


BHS 
Easy life, darling wife. My hubby acerbic dressed like a pirate, songs in limbo, 
whatta dip, his cheap tattoo. 


BHT 

Green Wonder, devil wild, nighttime calls as if it were wild, I have dreams of 
Sinful men and by the time the dreams end. They're at it again. Smiles from 
tomorrow. First, watch the sunrise and then think about that look in your eyes. I 
love paris, the british museum, the birth of the blues and I'm so glad to see yah. 
Ol' blue eyes they call me, tho" some call me Fedora, & I guarantee you, life is no 
snor-a. 


BMA 
Never worry. I'm not dead. I'm Jimi Hendrix and now I'm a talking head. I work at a 
newspaper and often read the news on national TV. If you see me.... I'll be swingin' 


sweet songs to you. If you see me baby. It'll be backshun Jackshun Axshun. So get 
down and smile at my full beard. 


BMB 

The wind. It calls. Driving me mad. The day. It breaks and I sure am glad. Your 
smile. I remember and am happy again. It's so small and that's why I called you 
Slim. Baby you called me, again and again. And I loved you my dear. Especially in 
Looney Tunes. Bacall and Bogie the rest called us but they never saw me with my hair 


mussed. 


BMC 

Windows and Nightdreams again and again. Smiling all night. Please call me ‘Jim’. 
Typecasting singing. Mr. Tambourine Man. I CAN sing correctly. But it sure is fun to 
play like I can't. Bill is what my friends call me. Or Captain Kirk, but I'm not 
like him. He's a sexual jerk. 


BMD 

Tears of joy, tears of life, tears of love, tears of sadness. No Sorrow, No sadness. 
Just ole' fashion'd gladness. I walked on the moon. I flew to the stars, but most of 
my brothers hung out in bars. Sprung like Jack Robinson, never lived high on the 
hog. My name is Neil Armstrong. 


BME 

Silence and wonder, joy and delight. I was born late one August night. I believe in 
miracles. I've soared with the eagles. Boys of summer know me too, my name is Don 
Henly. 


BMF 

Solid mountain rhyme. Wind in my hair. Dancin’ on a mountaintop, just like Fred 
Astaire. I saw the morning. I saw the night. I danced through the sunset every 
couple of twilights. I tip my hat backwards, I'm smooth as can be. Some call me a 
megalomaniac, but my name is Bob Fosse. 


BMH 

I love the way the wind blows, I love the attire, sometimes in the nighttime, is it 
by the fire. I believe in Vegas, I smile in Palm Springs. Many people know me for my 
many rings. I love the nighttime, play my piano all night, it's the only time my 
hair is a fright. Most know my image, but few know the man. My name's Liberace, and 
I'm happy. 


BMI 

Sufferin' Succotash. What's up doc! I tawt I saw a puddy tat. I know the whole 
flock, call me Mel Blanc, or call me tweetie pie. I'll answer to any of them. But my 
favorite's Foghorn Leghorn. 


BMJ 

Nobuddy wuvs me. Wehh. Rickee... Can I bee in teh show? Like you need more. I 
personally think that this whole book is the BEST depiction of Golden Age Hollywood. 
Not just the pictures and the plaques on the ground. But how people truly lived and 
thought. How people wondered about life. What happened after the cameras went off. 
What happened when they were kids. Not just trumped up bios. But the actual contents 
of their minds... or my name's not Rich Little. 


BMK 

With aplomb, I smile at this old fortune, I can't help but laugh at the way the 
world is. I ander, I wonder I sing songs of the world. I dance lightly and smile at 
the Hollywood girl. Her Hollywood grille which tastes of champagne. Cuz I'm 
launching in my boat and you know her name. The Hollywood Girl is not it, but you'll 


learn her, the name I christened it is ‘Lana Turner’. You don't know me yet but 
every morning you saw me, the name's Willard Scott but I started as Ronald McDonald. 


BML 

Easy nights, random days smiling mornings, easy ways I walked in like a goof then 
became Superman, I used to be addicted, now I'm doing the best I can. Some say I 
can't act, some call me a mime. I just know I'm always thankful, when it's 
dinnertime. Stolid but sometimes peeved, you know my name, but here it is Keanu 
Reeves. 


BMM 

I played in a playhouse, I fought in the war, Fair trade for labor, is what I stood 
for. USO shows, steakhouses, sometimes a bar. Always a sidekick but Marty went far. 
Heavy dark eyes, not-so-great teeth, my name's Ernist Borgnine and I love ‘Reet 
Petite’. 


BMN 

I believe in love, I believe in clowning. I loved my short marriage, I was never 
frowning. Life is most wonderful, I look like an elf, but when I married Houdini. I 
was beside myself. A twist of my eye, A wink of his head, I sealed him in leather, 
the moment he was dead. I smile at the world, but inside I wear a frown. With my 
hubby gone. I don't feel like a clown. Back in the day, I'd put a meatball on my 
nose, dance like a maniac and know no woes. Now I just take some spaghetti, tie it 
in a bow. Put it in my hair and do a doh-see-doh. My life has sure changed, but for 
me it's all the same. I look at the sky and don't even know my name. My favorite 
moment was at a tavern in town. He threw a baseball towards me and then ducked way 
down. I never have to wonder about him after that. There's only one mystery, why my 
son is 'The Cat'. He thinks it's evolution, I think cuz' it's cool both of us know, 
that he can play the fool, But the one thing's for certain. His tears can fill a 
pool and only I know why he had to. Starting a network is never certain, you can 
only tell when you're BEHIND the curtain. His was the best, and it still is. Making 
people happy certainly is his biz. I'll never tell you how he brought peace but when 
it came along, he got his release. Now he's at loose ends but soon will be happy. He 
brought to the Middle East a peace that wasn't sappy. Now he breathes easy, keeps 
calm and cool. Believes in America and god so he's cool. Nobody ever has faced such 
horrid weather but when he was clever, it helped America forever. Gentle his heart 
through horrible storms and then he's lecturing about parodic forms. No toilet, 
he'll improvise, no water, he'll cough, but take away his mexican food and at your 
world he will scoff. He'll miss one eatery, but then he'll find another. And if he h 
as two dollars and you need one, you'll know he is a brother. So say señoritas, if 
you think my song is sad, think of my boy, cuz he makes me look glad. 


BMO 

I can't tell you enough, that this dream is not sour, It may last awhile, or it may 
last an hour. But whatever it does. I'll dream it to the end and know for certain 
that Jesus is my friend. Daylights, nightlights, a casual flow, all in the daytime, 
takin' it slow. I believe in miracles without any device. You may call me Jesus. 
Please serve me up some rice. 


BMR 


Gentle days, brutal nights, I have nightmares that are truly a fright. I give all I 
got. But I can't give more. No worries ever, even though that ain't clever. Wild 
times mountain, sometimes wild turkey, easy as peasy. But then in dreams a crazy 
turkey or a joker with cleavers, or a dark romance. Usta just stay up all night. Now 
I just dance. Sometimes through the trees, sometimes in hot pants. All I believe, is 
that peace is secure, love is constant and god is pure, Nobody ever can tell me 
what's wrong cuz with gentleness, they can help me along. I don't know nuthin’ cept 
some old rock and roll songs, that and my name. Rose McGowan. 


BMS 

Nobody nowhere can tell me where is love. I keep it with me in my heart as the night 
rolls along. Love is kind, love is gentle. Love is sweet as the day. All I know is 
that love has it's own special way. I'm patient and loving. And all that I know is 
that tit's never easy to steal the show. I walk in the morning. I love May and June. 
My favorite weapon is a waterballoon. The nights are so charming, my smile 
disarming, I play like a fox, I sing like a dancer, I love early mornings and peace 
I do answer. You've read books about me, or at least heard my name. I started as a 
physicist, then learned the politics game. My first major publication put Newton to 
shame. I'll just stick my tongue out at if you if you can't guess my name. Albert 
Einstein it is. And I love the movies. 


BMT 

Concentrated life. Easiness of mind. Joy and delight. Lovesong with no tryin’. 
Started out a punk. But my fans were all goth. One chick called me Fat Bob. That 
turned me off. Not her guitarist anymore. Tried to live like a sloth. Then I got 
into acid rock, and my albums took off. My band is The Cure. It feels like a myth. 
Now you know my name plain ole' Robert Smith. 


BMU 

I dream of a nighttime that does not end, I love operatic music and Jesus is my 
friend. My only regret is that someday this life will end. No matter what you 
believe, I walk in the love of God. Although some find my music way more than odd. A 
German child singer from the late 6@s. My punk rock stage brought me to the world. 
Nina Hagen. 


BMV 

I believe in desire. I rock the whole world. Nobody knows how kind it can be. I was 
a punk rock angel but never into bedlam. Smooth cruise on the microphone. Long 
flight that became bedlam. Never do I believe that I carry any woe. But sometimes 
flashing lights make me wanna rock and roll. I believe that many days, peace is just 
around the corner. I got into the money. The Big Three's spokesman. My payouts are 
legendary, though I got chewed out for free albums. I know you know my name, I'm 
U2's singer. I won't even say it. One Word. Bono. 


BMW 

So many rides. So many songs. Sometimes it felt like I was on TV all night long. 
Dreams mighty easy. They helped me along. I trust that life is righteous. So I help 
it along. Nobody wonders, nobody lies. But in a life of nighttime, I'm filled with 
smiles. Jay Leno's my name and you know how I play. Cruisin’ Mullholland looking for 
a brighter day. 


BMX 

I can't believe in a god that would make black and white go away. The times didn't 
make the artform less. It just ate the brains of the sponsors. So, all the time I 
coulda been in black and white. There I was in living color. I gotta get a black and 
white TV. David Letterman 


BMY 

Dreamers. Schemers. Wife stealers. Hollywood has them all. The most important ones 
are all of the above. When I walk through the day in an old-fashioned way. I can't 
begin to believe all the things people say. Lies, truths, half truths, soul. The 
world is completely out-of-control. I never believe the way that it was. Life ina 
town with no push and shove. Old dreams indeed. Songs that bleed. Lovesongs come 
through is all that I need. Sourface wind. dances from yesterday. I believe in days 
that never change. Facing songs of the past and nights that are late. Glory to God 
and no keys of hate. Just these dances. Just these songs. I never stop smilin' when 
I'm singin’ along. - VAN The Man. 


BMZ 

Never die. Never lead. Just sing out with love. Gotta rock all morning to be 
entertained. Songs never faze me. Life often wins. But I wuv to smile at clowns I 
never can tell who the clown was when the night cooled down. No one will ever tell 
me. No one ever lies. I'm the first real rock'n'roll star with glasses on my eyes. 
It's true I didn't die. but some music did. Mine. Still. The dead Texas hobo kid 
whose life I picked up after he missed a boxcar bad. Made wonder and joy for many 
people. Bobby Z., his nasal twang and his love for roller rinks and Woody Guthrie 


BNA 

Sunday night fights, Thursdays I loved. Mornings won't tell me who I need to be. 
Daylight always tells. Songs seem so swell. I can't believe that all songs are lies. 
Just sweet ways the world says goodbye. I'm buried many feet under a castle. Was 
gunna use cryogenics but it seems a hassle. Roy was my brother. Eisner a protege. 
The name of the land is my last name... but you can call me Walt. 


BNB 

Songs of Delight, songs of the wind, nobody else can claim my kin. Oscar winners, 
outlaws, a man in a Tom Mix hat. Fonda the family cuz you'd never have guessed that. 
Laughin on acid is what I used to do. Love-ins and rogues. Arrested on Sunset Blvd. 
Ridin’ my hog. My sister's a darlin’. My dad's an old hound. My name's Peter Fonda 
and boy do I get down. 


BNC 

You win when you smile. You dance all night long, nobody ever wonders what knowledge 
you have. When you're dancin’ and romancin' on the Hollywood stage. It's like 
Singing songs about sixpence and keeping it cool. Elsa Lanchester's my girl but she 
looks like Maureen. I wore the first fat suit, my real name's The Duke. Charles 
Laughton the costume but not the only one. I also play a pilot but that's a later 
one. 


BND 


I Dream. I Dine. I float. I fly. When I find a new lover, I never ask why. They hand 
me tabloids and I'm smilin' a mile wide. Peace and easy ways. Songs of many days. 
Nighttime rides. Cars that sometimes fly. Daylights complete, evening comes strong. 
I cannot tell you how to loaf along. But with love and maybe a movie I can tell you 
this, everything's groovy. Nobody knows me, but everybody's seen me. Flippin’ 
cocktails on a beach playin’ Kokomo. 


BNE 

Silent reverie. Gentle persuasion, Kind living, wondering who is raging. Old 
avenues. Old wonders. New songs, fine ways, I live in the mountains and I love the 
woods. Songs of kindness and old fashioned songs. I believe it's kind to bring sweet 
love along. I found a winter. I found a night. Started it all with a horrible 
fright. Long mountain pauses, rock through the day. Mysteries wild. From morning to 
day. Lovesong confusion, always astray. Wishing to see the night through the day. 
Nobody's clever Cyclopses kind. Big evil glasses, playin’ with your mind. Gentle 
persuasion. Crazy whine. Metal machines that sing while you dine. Can't ever wonder 
why the world is kind. But I gotta tell yah. It's all alright. I love the world. I 
love the night. Chuckling I went through such delight. Smooth persuader, gentle 
delight. I can't tell you enough how to play with the light. So many days spent in 
twilight. It's time for... Doctor Tung. 


BNF 

I can't believe the night is alright. Silence and love. Kickin’ all night. Dreams of 
relief. Hollywood song. Takes another day, to help you along. No anger or wrath but 
I sure yell a lot. I'm an old school director from back in the silent movies. I fell 
in love with Katherine Hepburn. And also Bacall. But when I met Claudette Colbert I 
knew that that was all. We always got together, and boy did we have a ball. Growing 
taller, growing wiser, getting strong, and goofing around. How did I get taller? I 
stood up straight. Then I could do a pirouette, when I was iceskating, I trucked in 
with an airdrop food for a harsh winter. The Navajo blessed me with perfect skies 
for my films. Then I met John Wayne and he knocked me flat on my back when he used a 
lead pipe to launch a spitwad made of a cigarette pack. 


BNG 

No worries. I run. The night is my oyster. I smile a lot since I married that 
grouper. Orson Welles is the name and I'm all alright. Working through nights, 
designing new noses, smiling a million miles wide. And drinking the wine. Why I 
believe is because life is divine. Trusting in the Lord takes us all of my time. 
Ease and gentility, with never a mind. Rocking through patience from time out of 
mind. I believe the world freely, but never you mind. Life is so simple, especially 
dinnertime. Peace and love easy daylight divine, lovesongs forever, that's why I'm 
smilin'. 


BNH 

With power comes glory. With love comes great ease. When nighttime comes through the 
world seems full of keys. I never believed in life, love and song. But forever is 
clever while i'm loping along. Don't ever worry, don't ever cry, just let the 
nighttime easily pass you by. Culture and gentility always pass me by. I smoke cheap 
cigarettes cuz they keep me flyin’. Nobody ever told me to listen to the night, but 
when I'm all chillin’ everything is right. Love is the song. Hollywood the stage. I 


know that everytime is on the same page. The first rule of lovesongs is keep it 
uptight, and then I believe, everything is right. No hound dog, no nutjob, just 
share in the light. Watch an easy day, turn into a fabulous night. I was a Charlie's 
Angel, I was a fairy tale princess, I was a goofy date and I was a victim. Me on the 
phone, in the first Scream, life getting good, all nighttime it seems. The most 
important thing is that life ain't what it seems. Right now I'm patient all through 
your dreams. Hallelujah, Hallelujah, I'm Drew Barrymore. 


BNI 

Sweet love, I dance, I sing, I direct, I romance. Nobody changes as fast as me at a 
glance. In Rehab, I learned who everyone laughed at. My romances, they were examples 
of old second chances. One was like Rockford, one was like Kato, one was mighty 
jealous. One was Sofia's play-doh. All I can say is keeping it tight, is one sweet 
goal for my honeymoon night. That was awhile ago. I married silently, only man I've 
had sex with. His name is David Spade. He made me laugh, quite constantly. Never a 
trouble, never a worry. Now for my name. I'll do it like a cheer. My name is Lilo, 
and I really can here. 


BNI 

Giant dreams. Giant songs, I'm Andre the Giant. My father Jerry Garcia, My mother 
Susan Anton. That's one of her names. There are many others, she disappeared years 
ago. After working with Brando. Songs are so easy in the wrestling ring but lifetime 
as a Giant is a difficult thing. Peace, love, and charity. Is all I believe in. 
Except for God, and he I believe in his son. No one can tell me quite what to do. 
But you better OBEY when I smile at you. Conan was my favorite. Picking up 
Schwarzenegger like a child. I also loved Time Bandits, that movie drove me wild. 
Perhaps I'm the master. I am not the king. But I love old movies. That is my thing. 
Sing a song and I'll tell you about any old thing. 


BNI 

I love the nighttime, I love the day. I sang through the night any old way. I love 
the sunshine, day after day. Never the evening or the break of dawn. Solids not 
stripes, my lucky pattern. I married a man who started as a male slattern. But when 
I won his money again and again. He finally agreed to just stick with me. I'm the 
greatest pool shark in Hollywood. Mellow as can be. I bilked Howard Hughes out of 1 
million three, just to make life easy for our daughter and Bogie. 


BNL 

Heaven's dream. Life is keen. All I know is I miss James Dean. I lost my lead but 
remained the queen of low-budget ogler movies on the silver screen. Jayne is my 
name. My husband, Mickey, but all some guys remember is my double-D's. 


BVM 

The night how it twinkles. How the day glistens. Love is for real, but nobody 
listens. Lives aren't easy but laughter is. Joy is the world. Love is so kind. 
delight and joy til’ I got a real mind. Happy as a bluebird. I lived a long time. 
Singin’ sweet blues songs and nearly every standard. Only one song made everybody's 
hit parade. A song about Willie John, about degrees centigrade. I sang that one so 
many ways, from tight combo to big band, to bossa nova trio. Fell in love with 
Sinatra but I wasn't his hero. I can tell you truly, truly dear. My name's Peggy Lee 


and I long lived in fear that the money would go, or my talents or charms would 
fade. But all I really feared was that I'd be alone. To live with myself after so 
many years of friends; is just the kind of song, I always kept in my repertoire. Now 
you've listened to my story. 


BNN 

In the jungles I ran. Wind in my hair. Mind roiling cool. So debonair. Happiness 
inside. Sadness within. I believe to my soul, that life is just beginnin'. Happiness 
from song. Joy from a parking lot. Watching the animals. Flattening the jungle. 
Noticing the crop yields. Pointing out the alluvial fans for better cropland. That 
was my 80s. I didn't put out much product. Did some fine arts work. Mainly dropped 
my lovers. One was Carey, one was Dennis Wilson, one was a coyote, one was a camera 
thief. Now you know who I am or you should listen to Big Yellow Taxi. 


BNO 

So many winds, so many days, pooting 'La Marseillaise', but that's not all I do. 
Sometimes I tear off my head and put it on a table. Sometimes I write about French 
society. More than three-fold am I. But only three I will discuss, the most famous 
name of mine, is Marcel Proust. The second most famous, is that of a filmmaker, a 
gentle playful artist, by the name of Georges Melies. But the most important, the 
one that began this verse, is a less gentle artist named Mssr. Lepetomane, he plays 
little tunes after huge cabbage feasts he doesn't use an instrument just 
gastrointestinal contortions, his most famous piece is the national anthem of France 
played at a choppy pace. The reason he plays it is to salute his youth when he loved 
nothing but French authors, playwrights and poets. Wind for five minutes, faking it 
for five more, then back to wind for the Marseillaise encore. 


BNP 

You'd never believe the plot of this novel. But now all the characters are 
established except for a few. Your patience will now pay off. 

BNQ 

In Hollywood, there is a door to another place. It's UnderHollywood. A watery land 
where people can play with marine life. The key, it was stolen by the Amazing Randi. 
It was his and he dropped it in the long, long, ago. In the 10s, when he traveled 
far and through time, to play with his favorite stars. 


BNR 

Nobody knows who built the place. I had my suspicion and The Cat knew. I found out 
later for sure. There were many tunnels where the Ocean did wash but the corridors 
were woven by the first Lord of the screen. Georges Melies brought in workmen and 
tools, and behind his wreath he made a playland. Like a dwarven city, fountains that 
glisten, songs of the whales for anyone that listens. Mellow archways, scary 
gargoyles, catacombs where dolphins bury their dead, hot water pools, tarry mud 
baths waterfalls that tower 30@ feet, and below them hollows, grottoes and great 
places to dive; phosphorescent algae limning it all. 


BNS 

It's like an old green monitor flickering in the dark or a pair of infra-red goggles 
that light up the night, crevices where food drips from tide pools above feeding the 
lichens, and down below, far below where no human can breathe, the dolphins, only 


the strongest of them hover, squeaking quietly around a swollen body, and 
occasionally, late at night when the phosphorescence is at it's brightest, the body 
twitches, the dophins dance in their vigil, singing, for they know that when he 
regenerates RASPUTIN WILL AWAKE! 


BNT 

Nobody in the upper world believes Rasputin is anything but a corpse buried in the 
Russian tundra, but when the Reds pitched his frozen corpse in the ocean. The 
dolphins who loved him heard his yogicly slowed heart, shuffled him across the ocean 
blue, through coral reefs, groves of kelp, shipwrecks, butchered carcasses of 
whales, murkey canyons, and bubbling volcanic vents to the distant shores where a 
brand new Shangri-La was being built. Hollywood. 


BNU 

The dolphins knew. Completely. When. How. Why and Who would bring Rasputin back. 
Back from being poisoned, shot stabbed, pushed off a tower and pitched into a 
freezing river, and autopsied. He awaits, like some heathen god, to lead the 
dolphins in song again. 


BNV 

Above, swimmers, on the surface of the dream, like water striders spidering across 
the surface of a placid pond. Whereas beneath, swim snakes that would eat them if 
they were more than a mouthful. So most places live. They know not the machinations 
of the city council, the lords, the priests, the shamans or the aquatic beasts who 
live in the swollen rivers and basins beneath the Hollywood Hills. 


BNW 

Whispers below the waters like sand dabs crawling through the magma that has 
solidified. Fire tamed trilobites crawling through melted silt that would kill a 
Salamander. Occasionally a ripple of a tentacle will arise from beneath the bubbling 
tar. It isn't just the dolphins waiting for their saviour to arise. There are 
creatures from the underworld that await Rasputin for his earth-shattering 
ear-splitting hollers. Crushing sounds that dolphins sonically surf floating on the 
soundwaves. And the creatures from below the earth, that find themselves freed from 
the bounds of crystalline structure as the shattering sounds of his screeches blast 
through bedrock below. They await. 


BNX 

You've never ridden the frost. He has. You've never broken a glacier. He has. You've 
never destroyed an icetower with a glance. He has. And the iceberg? His holler sent 
it sailing to sink the ship that his beloved The adulteress couldn't get a berth on. 
His dark soul glances sometimes from the depth of his coma. Waiting for the fury of 
war to power his healing. Again. 


BNY 

When you look at the mountains, you'd never suspect that one cry from Rasputin and 
all of them could wreck. He'd wait til’ the winter when they were brittle and cold 
and then he'd holler and they'd shatter like old bones. He knows the glacier flow. 
He knows where they'd crack. He'd holler up a riverbed and break the mountains back. 
He'd never truly do it. He loves the animals too much, and they'd be crushed in the 


rubble like an A-bomb's touch. Yet he's thought about it like when the Mensheviks 
hid in the mountains. He tried it once, on a small hill, and then he built a temple 
there to remind him never to do it again. He hurt his throat bad, but it added to 
his arsenal. Not just calling sharks from the depths, or angry hawks from the skies. 
Making the mountains falter, that's what he called it. But later. He called it the 
Darkness of Night for all the dust it kicked up. 


BNZ 

"Why don't we see where it leads?" said the young lady. "No way," said the 
gentleman, "It could lead to a cave-in, a collapse or a sinkhole." "Look!" saith 
she, "this is our first date, do you want me to think you're a wuss, River?" 
"Wuss?!" "I did stunts that were out of control, even worked with snakes that 
weren't behind a fishbowl." "OK, I"m just interested. I love Egyptian deities, I'll 
do it alone if I have to." "OK Rosie, I'll do it. It does sound fun. We'll go back a 
few hundred yards and see where it goes. It's probably an old bus station so it 
should be ok, but there's still a lot of water for that." "I'm a little scared too! 
Anubis was the guardian of the underworld. It could be nasty, but let's be 
respectful." "OK" and Rosie and River walked that Halloween night into Hollywood 
history. 


BOA 

She had found it. In the park in Little Armenia. A statue that she touched and 
tipped back to reveal a tunnel. Then she kept quiet about it scored some pot and 
asked River out on a date. After a few drinks and boogieing at the Viper club, she 
rode on his chopper to the park and showed him the tunnel. They debated, climbed 
down and thus began the greatest adventure of their lives. All they found that night 
was the House of Windsor Coat of Arms. With a key they could open it up, but with no 
key she decided to involve Danny Trejo. His lockpicking skills should help with 
entry. So she rode with River out to his apartment in Venice. He growled, "I'll do 
it! But you owe me a case of Reposado." 


BOB 

Behind the sigil. 

Danny had to handcast a hex key 1 inch in diameter, then determine an 
electromagnetic frequency to open the lock. The long tunnel behind it led to a glass 
wall below the La Brea tarpits. There, a series of large cats, sabers and lions with 
smiles on their faces in dream-like repose. "What's that clutched in their paws?" 
Said Rose. "It looks like slices of pizza." But that was just the beginnings of the 
wonders they found. A series of old T-birds, a small cast-iron submersible with a 
mummified human being leaning up against the glass. All these strange portraits were 
limned in the light of softly glowing lichen. It penetrated even the dark tar that 
had preserved the horrible remains of the many denizens of the La Brea Tar Pits." 
We've gotta tell Drew!" said River. "Duhhhh!" said Rosie, "She loves pizza." River 
laughed, for he loved pizza too! "Y'know" we should buy this place off her." "She'd 
never forgive us" "You know she loves kittycats." 


BDL 

"Far off, down on the flat, a train runs, down a dark track, a stuntman, one of the 
first ones by trade. Yakima Canutt, It's where he made the grade. Many unburied 
marines from the Pacific back to Earth in a specific way. A big train crossing down 


near Inglewood, they dragged the bodies, behind a locomotive, shredded finely all up 
and down the tracks, leaving blood, bone and body along five miles of track. But 
more importantly it fed the lichens which lit up like fire and then below... loud as 
can be... echoed throughout the basin RASPUTIN IS AWAKE! 


BOD 

She heard the keening. She'd been waiting. A faded movie star resting tired and then 
she heard the roar. His voice, at LAST! There was nowhere to go. She knew he would 
find her. Wherever she was. He was like a homing beacon of lust. She knew that the 
force of desire that made her leave her husband, and emperor, a czar would find her, 
take her and never leave her again. This scared her. He was driven, haunted, like a 
force of nature. She left an empire for him, he knew no mercy, he'd drag her out 
into the sleet, throw her on the ground, and take her for hours at a time. This man, 
if she could call him that, would not stop til’ the beast in him was exhausted. Her 
husband's tender touch, his thoughtful musings, his unreproaching entreaties to 
return to her children and polite society instead of rutting on the ground like a 
beast. She thought about it a lot. Cleaving to her husband again, but the simple 
joys and peace in his world could not compare to the ecstasies of wild sex, 
throbbing hot bodies and the snow and ice. There was always snow and ice with him. 
He'd travel to the coldest climes, the darkest wind caverns with crystal icicles 
dripping from the roof. He sought the ice, like she sought his flesh. Blood pumping 
through her, screaming through every inch of her body, howling winds, him yowling in 
her ear, the whole world like glass cutting her deep as she screamed. No other man 
could ever do for her... and yet, as she feared her ageing body would repel him; 
drive him to younger flesh and suppler thighs then down in the depths, she heard him 
holler, EMPRESS! I COME FOR YOU! Prepare the winter! and she reached into her mind 
for the ensorcelments she learned while Empress and summoned winter to the 
southlands of Hollywood. 


BOE 

The dolphins roiled in the depths in 1946. The January weather was cold even down 
below. But the ice that filled his cave, with the glowing fronds of phosphorescent 
plants dancing aglow in the fresh food that the stuntman had fed them that night 
made them screech in delight, joy and intensity, so they fled knowing that once he 
had exhausted his chosen woman. He'd never marry her. She was unfaithful and wanton, 
without the morals her family had raised her with. She was his plaything, but also 
she was his winter witch and the marrow in his bones would solidify with her power. 
They were meant to be, and his lust for her would make her young again, her skin 
growing taut. Her aches fading away, her eyes lighting up. She would be his 
frostlight again, all he could see was the blue of her eyes shining brightly as she 
became his once again. 


BOF 

Long ago, the scene just described took place then the conflagration they made drove 
Hollywood insane. No longer a city of dreams, a dark place the noir filmmakers 
clustered. No musicals, no cartoons, just deep throbbing thrillers and dark horror 
movies and stories of urban unrest. This is what Rasputin and his Empress brought to 
the fore. Just like the madness that flowed when she got here alone, dressed as 
Theda Bara she owned the movie palaces, but then she got tired as the memories went 
away 


BOG 

In early hours their love was unassailable, but desire once sated becomes less 
demanding, like having all the chocolate milk you ever wanted to drink. So they 
found other desires, building guitars, writing songs, other things to carry them 
along. Some simple, a hearty breakfast. Some unattainable, return to empire. All 
desires which ultimately are fatal to the desire which created them. 


BOH 

Still, this is early, let's not spoil the fun, there are still many passages through 
which this story will run, the love never dims, it just appears that way, for 
Rasputin's REAL Identity is Nicholas II, she's not an adulteress, she just likes 
cosplay, especially the kind that makes it appear that way. So they found a dead 
serf who had died in the cold, and they expanded his persona, as if he'd struck holy 
gold. A vision of Mary and a large rutabaga and his legend was made. For a double, 
another peasant, one with nice manners, a closet academic named Vladimir Ilych 
Lenin. He did such a good job they left him their empire. For service to Russia 
wasn't the province of just one family. Their deaths were quite simple, the winters 
were hard. A few appropriate sized bodies were buried in the courtyard. Later 
replaced, after some actual deaths, except for one, but we'll get to that in the 
next book. 


BOI 

Nobody's ever seen the grottoes below, but some feel them out. There the dolphins 
come up to play. They splash, they chitter, theys mile, they cavort, but most 
importantly, they sing. Here, this night they sing o f the journey of Rasputin until 
the morning light. much as you heard a few segments ago. But in dolphin of which 
there are dialects, this song went on for most of the night. 


BOJ 

Here's some elements. Rasputin Died they said. But he is still alive. His heartbeat 
beats on, so we pull him like a sled, for many miles every night we drag his smelly 
old butt, as far as we can, so we can sing with him later. 


BOK 

This dream of wonder is temporarily interrupted while Mary Pickford goes to the 
bathroom to get a drink of water. In the mirror she shees that she's still very 
sick, but the fever is breaking so she shoon will sleep deep. This dream of her 
fever is about to get heavy, scary and lead to the death of River Phoenix. But wait, 
for awhile, and hear of the spirits in the library in the dream mind of Harry 
Houdini, not just a bright soul of light, a collector of spiritual knowledge to keep 
those using evil at bay. A treasure trove for some, a place of fear for others but 
like any library, it is a multi-edged sword. The old adage is true, writings have 
many edges, some can cut deep and some can heal, but they are all made up of the 
same simple arrangements of letters spelled out in the heart of the writes. 


BOL 

It's a dark place, chiaroscuro with a spirit glow that shines through, books line 
the walls and in alcoves float entities, and on one desk sit books limned in red 
fire. Blink your eyes and awake in your bed, but keep them closed and find this 


place instead. Don't talk to the spirits, but some may envelop you, then you'll walk 
in a dream the way I often do. But most importantly, don't blink twice, for the 
curator of this library is Vincent Price. He'll give you acode, it won't mean 
anything, but then you'll see that your love for life means everything. For at the 
other end of this library is death everlasting but in the daylight hours, you'll 
hear of people passing. Sleep your eight hours, and sometimes sleep more, but if you 
sleep round the clock though you'll gain knowledge your spirit will go Sometimes 
they drag you there, usually murderous broods. Those who have killed and the world 
has to live with their bad moods. So this is my lesson. Follow the law or you will 
soon see the horrors that Mary Pickford saw. Her sin,k driving her husband to drink 
with her adulterous shenanigans, and then over and over goading him out into the 
night until he died in his cups. This dream took place before she died, but when it 
was too late to save her hide. She knew when she started that sin was just 
beginning, but the tthing she didn't know was that hell has no ending. 


BOM 

You'll never know the authors, but I'll tell you the collector, a gentleman by the 
name of Cagliostro, a rapscallion by trade, profession, revolutionary. The deaths 
that resulted from the scandal of his Diamond Necklace play, haunted him forever. 
Even in his identity of the Comet St. Germain. He carried that weight right into his 
grace, and the books he wrote in his dream study, now sit on my desk writhing in 
flames. Not my desk while awake mind you, but the one I used in dreams. ‘How to 
raise the dead' is the least of these books, it seems. Many on various practices of 
daemonology, but the most important one he wrote was ‘How to enslave God.' 


BON 

He never succeeded at it. His soul was too dark, but it sat there waiting, for a 
young man who helped people all day and had dark dreams after dark. His name was 
River and he was raised by conscienceless parents. In a group of religious misfits 
named The Children of God. They used children as bait, into their cult, and they 
would not even find their conscience while committing physical assault. He grew up 
unscathed, but with some sexual scars, getting lightly pressured while aware by men 
and women in their cars. A normal enough kid, at 10 he got the acting bug when he 
was in a class with a fellow GodChild named Rose McGowan. They usta do street 
theatre, her as an old lady, he as a boyscout thug. Grabbing her bag and running 
while she tripped him with her cane. Then she would beat him and he'd call for the 
police, and then they'd chase one another off into the twilight. They did it again 
and again, it never got old, and they even brought in other players. Even a 
policeman. 


BOO 

Then things got heavy, a cop got angry. He chased them into an alleyway and took off 
his belt, they realized when his pants dropped it was Jack Nicholson, he had Lakers 
boxers on and cracked wise with them. 'I see yah got a racket’ he grinned with 
aplomb, 'I want in!" ‘I'll even smack you two with a cop car’. They thought about 
it, then they said, '"No' Yer an old man, get outta here, go on, blow." ‘You'll be 
sorry,’ Said Nicholson, ‘It woulda been fun,’ then he pulled up his pants and walked 
away. 


BOP 


One time, they did it in rush hour traffic, right in the diamond lane with a 
brokedown car, then they hopped in it and drove straight away, the traffic jam was 
clearing and applauding at the same time. Afterwards they always made merry, with a 
fat stick of reefer, a pile of Doritos, and two cans of spraycheese. 


BOQ 

This went on for five years, sometimes they played abusive couple, but they always 
messed each other up then split on the double. Then one night Rosie found that 
statue, like kittens who become cats when they're kicked by some nazi. These two 
grew old and wise in their ways, It wasn't the tar pit, that was just the foyer, it 
was the stack of bones of dead starlets, that Harry Cohn had piled up. He'd throw 
them to unprincipled tourists if they didn't go his way and they'd be lured into 
some torture chamber where they'd be killed in some painful way. It went on for 
years, 50 or 70 died, but when they found them in their lingerie with their bodies 
mummified, their lives ended, the game wasn't fun anymore. The cops were all upset 
with them for the games they had played. They wouldn't listen, and told them to go 
away. 


BOR 

Late in the evening. 

They dozed off together, and both woke in a dream where they were players. Rosie was 
a housewife who threw knives of fire, and River was a teenage kid, who kinda bored 
her. One day some cat showed up and basically ignored her, so she killed her lover 
Sliced him to bits with flying knives and turned to the cat and offered herself to 
him, he fled down the street and into a building, and when she re-assembled her 
lover, he was gone, but in the building was The Library. 


BOS 

River was hooked reached right for the firey books, then yowled as they burned him. 
Then Vincent Price showed up and gave them a bargain, "If you give me your souls, 
I'll teach you to read them." Rosie said, 'No!" River said "YES!" Then Rosie woke up 
and was put to the test. River kept sleeping and she couldn't wake him. She sat 
there through the night, holding him, rocking him, and then at morning's light, he 
woke up. She breathed in sweet relief, and then she kissed him, let's never go there 
again, he said ‘I'm going.’ 


BOT 

I need something to make me sleep, I'm halfway through ‘Waking the dead’. 'No!' said 
Rosie, you slept for 12 hours, I was so scared and crying, I wanted to die without 
you. ‘Don't’ said River, I want these powers, and he pointed out a bird's corpse and 
it started to shiver. 'EEE', keened Rosie, don't do that again, let the birdies 
spirit return to heaven. 


BOU 

It was about then that the cops in L.A. started playing again. They read in old 
police logs, about some of Chaplin's gags, some punk stealing a gun and running off 
into the night, some old lady getting shot with it and clinging to life. Paramedics 
called, Internal Affairs brought in, lawyers on both sides jockeying for position, 
the cop tried, fired and placed in a mall where drugs were dealt, then, him busting 
a dealer and getting re-hired. The dealer a cop, who sold THC-less hemp to other 


cops, who all complained about the security guard cop. These cops all grained street 
credit, then, as they grew older, started their own rings. You see the benefit, as 
do the cops, that was just one script that Chaplin thought up. It was for booze and 
took place in speakeasies, but with any blackmarket item, It could sure play. 


Now, the upshot of this addition to LAPD's arsenal is that some cops didn't know a 
game was being played, this meant that some police officers had to be sent to calls 
that kept them away from the more lethal games, so they set cops up in self-selected 
domestic partnerships. Man beats wife, wife beats man, man bites dog; you can 
imagine. These rookies or straight-shooters and up getting called away and they hear 
of the lethal story at the end of the day. They spread tales, serve as public 
servants and handle real calls, while the other cops get detective credentials that 
are just in the chief's files. Their pay gets supplanted with tips on estate sales, 
knowledge of police auctions, homebrew and farmer's markets; but mainly they're 
having such a good time at work they pick up some overtime hours. 


BOV 

As time progressed, weeks not years, River and Rosie drifted apart. The nights were 
harrowing for her, River doped up on Nyquil or some other drug. 15 hours, 16 hours, 
seizures too. She couldn't stand it, and had to bid him adieu. He didn't care, he 
could summon ghosts and succubi, but most of all, he wanted to enlsave God. He had a 
dark purpose, to set back time to the point where he and Rosie had discovered the 
library, cuz he wanted her to play with him in this game and he knew how. There was 
a spell where she could win his heart from the books, but he would still have 
knowledge of all he had learned. That was his goal, but what he never remembered is 
he had sold his soul to a dark master. 


BOW 

Rosie was sad. She knew River was gone. She knew River would die, but had no idea 
how long. Her biggest concern was what would happen along the way. She'd seen 
lightning and dark fire inside of his trailer, and heard thunderous voices that 
could not be created by him. Plus, more importantly, Dr. Seuss and Miles Davis had 
died on the same day. While that could mean nothing she knew that he envied them, 
for their ability to recover from heroin and barbiturates. With those skills he 
could move on from Nyquil and Sominex, he knew enough to not become addicted to 
habit-forming drugs. He'd seen enough of that in the Children of God. She also knew 
he knew death spells and had read a book called 'Taking Power From The Dead. ' 


BOX 

No one ever complained. River got slower and tired of the Hollywood Game. He spent 
lots of nights drunk at the Viper Room, telling Johnny Depp of his latest dark 
magic, both were fascinated by the spirits darker side, but Johnny knew better than 
to go along on that ride. ‘I'll just stay on the bunny slopes,’ he said, ‘mainly cuz 
I don't want to end up working for someone when I'm dead." "the serpent and the 
Rainbow’ stiffened his resolution, he decided the only thing he would learn is how 
to protect himself. Still, he loved River's stories and once saw a zombie, a 
homeless woman River had found when her corpse was still warm. Moonlight her name 
was, at least the only one she could remember. And she walked with him, his servant, 
his mule and dope scorer. 


BOY 

Meanwhile 5@ years before Rasputin and his Empress walked through snow, They'd 
climbed into the mountain passes of San Gorgonio and there they made love while the 
winds and snow whistled and howled about their frames. The night glistened about 
their sexual congress, and the mighty winds howled, deepened by the empress. They 
knew winter was nearly over, but the next one would be tremendous howling winter 
snows, blowing through the nation, meanwhile the two of them having a celebration. 
The snowpack would drop low, the winds would howl, the wolves would sneak down from 
the mountains to prowl. But most of all he'd get to stare into her eyes and lose his 
dark identity and pain in her blue, blue, irises. 


BOZ 

They plotted a takeover of the music industry, and found a drunk driving couple who 
were bound to meet their doom, a guitar player and his sweet chanteuse. With a 
design for a new style of guitar, they knew they could take over the business. She 
looked more like the husband, he looked more like the wife, so Rasputin started 
practicing in a mellow contralto. Meanwhile they both worked on electric pickups to 
build into a solid body guitar. They didn't want to be the pioneers, they wanted to 
be the artists, so they found an electrician named Leo Fender and introduced the 
concept to him. Keep it simple they said, let us introduce ‘these’ contours. You 
focus on resonance of wood and tuning ‘these concepts of pickups. You'll make plenty 
of money but we'll corner the industry, then we'll go our separate ways to foster 
competition. Meanwhile we'll both invest in several amplifier companies. The end 
result? We'll build and corner an industry. 


BPA 

When the Emperor of the Romans had a dream, he called on the sibyls to interpret the 
dream, what they interpreted determined his plans, which is why to become sibyl was 
the highest of honors. Now most of their kids became praetorian guard cuz if he 
didn't listen he would die by the sword, this doesn't mean the emperor didn't have 
power. It means there are a system of checks and balances. The Emperor could order 
the guard to slay all the sibyls, and the sibyls could suggest the guard might 
depose him, he still had the army and they were enough, but if the sibyl's circuses 
were weak or the Guard's bread was not enough, the men and women of the populace 
would be feeling the same stuff, this microcosm of the empire echoed the populace in 
mind, women guiding their husbands, sons and lovers and making making their wives 
cry. Now the senate is where all three heard public plaudits and outcry, and all 
could interpret them with their own skills. There was a tacit agreement to keep 
their elections honest, because messing with the voice of the people would obscure 
their mutual scrying glass. 


BPB 

Interestingly enough, the senate knew this, and would often issue false plaudits and 
exclamations, now usually this resulted in a new emperor because essentially he was 
most likely to have power over the senate. Having sprung from it, the sibyls other 
check were their dream drugs, because with slight variations in their measurements, 
easily fostered by the praetorians metallurgy skills, their deaths could be 
implemented. And the guards, well as with any military cadre, their sexual practices 
could be exposed and they could be torn apart by the crowd. All it would take is one 
well-spoken ‘effeminate’ man or a series of children trained to tell lies. The 


Sibyls were also 'truth-sayers' and could determine the veracity of public 
testimony. 


BPC 

So, there was River, as powerful as the emperor, and there was Rosie who could kill 
him in his sleep, and there was moonlight who was bigger and meaner than Rosie and 
together they ruled the night on the Hollywood streets. Rosie got into speed so she 
could stay up late and River... well you know his game, and moonlight she got into 
bodybuilding so she would be tough enough to take a few bullet wounds from Rosie if 
it came to that. An ACTUAL zombie.... well YES but she had a brain that could do 
more than say 'Rargh'. 


BPD 

Now you're getting it. But you don't know the half. River couldn't just kill people, 
he could start wars, he gave Saddam dreams of Kuwaiti gold and ultimate power by 
using it to amass armies and control the world's oil. It was a demonstration he 
wanted to be president and had just the costume to be allowed to do it, a 
billionaire by the name of Ross Perot who had died leaving him everything because 
his dreams told him River was Christ reborn. 


BPE 
So there in the dream library, River finally touched the book he'd been waiting to 
read. ‘How to enslave God' and then... Vincent Price's head appeared, laughing 


maniacally. ‘You may have reached your goal. But you can't enslave God without your 
soul. You just died. Although. If you agree to this next part... you might get to 
live." River blinked. "What do you mean ‘I died?'" Vincent sneered.... "You're Dead 
my boy, your heart gave out, that heroin is bad news" "So what do you want?" " "I 
want you to give me your Zombie?" "My ZOMBIE?" "OK" "Small price to pay for my 
life." The whole Library rocked with laughter. "AWAKE!" 


BPF 

Rosie saw River shudder. Then... a minute later he woke up. Then... the zombie 
spoke. Moonlight said... "get me a beer!" And River stood and got Moonlight a beer. 
BPG 

Then Moonlight said... "I can read too, and while you were sleeping I read how to 


control a zombie, which you are. I raised you." 


BPH 

Rosie keened, "EEE! Let River go." Moonlight said "No! He's MY zombie now and I'll 
never let him go." River slurred, "A deal's a deal" and Rosie ran. Then she ran 
more, and she didn't stop until she'd reached The Magic Castle's door. "Randi," she 
Said, "help me please!" "River's been enslaved by his own zombie. Randi shook his 
head, "Price?" "How'd you know" "he did this before to Mary Ford." 


BPI 

You see Randi inherited my library, to hold for awhile, til my idiot son learned 
magic that could make people smile. Part of the deal is that he walk through the 
fire, not in any literal sense, but the fire of the mind, and now that he has. He's 
transcribing a part, the part I wrote in my dreams when I was old and grey. And here 


it is being transcribed today for my boy blessed the dead on Christmas Day. 


BPJ 

"Randi, Is there anything we can do?" "Well if we kill either one, the other will 
die, and if we disenchant one, both will die, Price won't sell back their souls, 
he's making a bank, where he can bring back bodies as well as just spirits. It will 
take two more, an elderly virgin and a man who builds guitars. 


BPK 

"Fender and Romney?" Randi blinked, “how did you know. I saw an alcove in the 
library" "Then we better hurry, he's ready I don't want to play this game 
anymore" "Can you save River?" "No," said Randi, "his soul is gone, but if we don't 
stop Price a lot more will be gone, you see Price seeks to make his grandson God." 
"That's impossible!" said Rosie "God is God", "Yes," said Randi "But we don't know 
who that is, he could be something horrible, or he could be good, but from what I 
know of Vincent, whoever it is he wants is no good." "So what do we do?" "We baptize 
him on Christmas Day, that will make his desire for power finally go away." Rosie 
said "NO! I won't play, his stupid grandson can be God or whoever, I lost my love 
today." 


BPL 

Randi stopped. "But only you can kill River, he's buried the rest of his collected 
souls, but the virgin actor lives on. If the soul's body is tossed in a volcano, it 
will have no anchor and will have to leave the library" Rosie stared, "You better 
not be foolin' me old man, I know what a charlatan you are, but this you better 
understand, without my man, I'll be lost and have nothing to live for and at the 
least inkling you've fooled me." "I'll turn on you and stop you from ever fooling 
anyone again." 


BPM 
So then, Randi said, "I will not fool you, I think we'll lose, but if it's Price's 
grandson He's bound to be bad news.” "You think we'll lose?" "Evil isn't easy to 


beat, and price is strong, but if we can build a consortium, we might win yet" "Who 
should we call? I only know one woman who is strong enough to beat Vincent Price, 
his daughter, Elvira." "Will she help us?" "She owes me a favor, I helped her win my 
father's heart, she didn't know he loved folk singers, and I gave her a guitar that 
would take her far." "Wait... his daughter?" "Is this God-to-be HER son?" "Yes!" 
said Randi, "this battle will be hard-won" 


BPN 

There is never an easy way to power, those who fight for it face animosity and 
grief, those who inherit must rise above their mortality, their weakness or their 
foolishness. And those who have it, soon learn there is only one power. Love. 


BPD 
While many view life as a circus or a play, I view life as a game, you win or you 
learn and both ways you have to play by the rules. 


BPE 
Nobody ever thought they were clever when they incountered Vincent Price in the 


afterever but as soon as they awake some thought him a joke. His cheesy old garb, 
his thimpering lithsp, his love of good cooking and his 3d movies. But the thing you 
need to know is that his dark ways led to a persona that seemed silly in many ways, 
despite his great powers. 


BPF 

Price mainly was a dark magician, he loved very few but he enjoyed everyone. This 
conundrum is best explained by knowledge that he knew he had made the grade. By this 
what I mean is that he built a new way to face life's problems and its difficulties. 
His was to solve his problems using dreams. He'd walk through the veil and approach 
his adversaries, then he'd whisper in their ear what he wanted them to vary. Now the 
most important part of his path was that when he awoke he'd smile and gnash his 
teeth cuz there was ALWAYS someone he'd forgotten this he viewed as a curse for 
failing to stop the murder of his mother, Elizabeth Short, the Black Dahlia by 
moniker who was murdered horribly by Mickey Cohen. If he had remembered to do his 
dreamwork THAT night she probably would still be walking in the light but he had 
been loaded as Judy Garland so he carried that burden from when he was a Hollywood 
starlet. 


BPG 

As the night grew longer, Randi and Rosie debated, whether to kill River, kill 
Moonlight or let them both live. No decision was made. The dawn broke and Rosie went 
to a room in Randi's hotel. Still the decision was made to come to a conclusion 
tomorrow because if Price had his way the whole world could sorrow. 


BPH 
Eventually Rosie awoke, had a continental breakfast, called a friend to bring some 
smokes and she and Drew commenced to smoke them, "Is there any way to save him?" 
asked Drew. "No." said Drew, "He wouldn't want to live like that." Rosie said "No, I 
love him to much." "Then kill him." said Drew, and she left. 


BPI 

Now to consider this tale at this point would be hasty, because many players have 
not appeared. The body of membership of The Magic Castle had yet to make a full 
appearance. Randi called them that morning while Rosie was asleep and they all 
agreed to meet. That night at 'The Black Cat' they had a quorum attend. Many would 
not appear but most were in attendance. The leader was Randi. 


BPJ 

So there at The Black Cat a decision was made to remove the resurrection spells and 
see if they live. Penn Jillette had the knowledge but Randi didn't trust him. For 
him to get close to the library could be a very bad idea. So it was decided to ask 
Rosie to sprinkle 'Zonk' powder where both had died and then to recite ‘The Lord is 
my Shepherd’. Rosie agreed. Though she knew the risks. Both could wander around 
soulless or possibly drop dead. She asked Randi. "What are River's chances?" He 
Said, "I really don't know, but I believe in Jesus." That was enough for Rosie, she 
had faith too, but she spent the night praying that River & Moonlight would both 
survive. 


BPK 


The next night, was when it was decided to act. Rosie hadn't not trick-or-treated 
for nothing. With the moon rising at 12:14 am and the sun setting at 5:00 pm it was 
decided to remove the spells at 6:0@ pm on All Souls Day. Most of the Castle prayed 
all afternoon, some had dark souls but NONE wanted Price to win, his dark reign of 
terror back in the 5@s was the kind of nightmare that caused the dark ages after 
Attila raided the Vatican library. 


BPL 

This is the dark day, the day that Rasputin came back, his howls as he regenerated 
scared the dolphins, the whole pack. Then he swam to the outlet and up into the 
canal. And when he arose in Venice, he looked like anybody else, clothing pretty 
ragged, and smelling of kelp. But he didn't look like anyone who needed any help. He 
looked at the night and howled, EMPRESS! MEET ME AT HOLLYWOOD & VINE! And he stole a 
motorcycle, knocked the guy off the machine and then he rode it faster than it had 
ever been ridden. Up the boulevard, nearly all the way to the top. And only when he 
saw his winter witch did he stop. He grabbed her, threw her on the bike and climbed 
on then, he drove it crazy fast to the top of Mullholland. There he took her and he 
howled for more wind and her psyche shaken molded the weather to his bidding. The 
wind in its flurries, the night glistening dark, they could hear his howls clear 
down in Griffith Park, the crowds were confused how had that maniac gotten from the 
ocean so fast. And then they were hit by a cold arctic blast they scattered to their 
houses their rooms and their alleyways and all that was left listening were the 
dolphins in the surf. 


BPM 

The Next Day 

Up in the mountains, high in the pass, they tired and rode the bike down Mullholland 
to the Biltmore. There in her character Bette Davis, she brought home the czar. She 
then cleaned him up for a role in which he would go far. A youngster by the name of 
James Dean. Then in the bedroom as Czar & Czarina, the re-consumated & re-consumated 
& re-consumated their marriage. 


BPN 

Meanwhile 45 years later. 

Randi handed Rosie a sachet of Zonk powder. She went out into the night and 
sprinkled it into the bushes outside of the hilltop entrance to Universal Studios 
and the alleyway behind the Viper Room. That was Step 1. Then in each case, she 
recited The Lord's Prayer, crossed herself and took a slug of fortified wine from 
her flask. And then she went back to her room at the Castle and prayed. 


BPO 

Now Randi had planned to distract Rosie and stick with his original plan to toss 
River living or not into a volcano. He hadn't decided which one to use. Paracutin 
was dormant, so was St. Helens. He figured Kilauea but that would involve the Coast 
Guard or customs so he decided to cremate the body and dump the ashes in the mudpots 
out by the Salton Sea. This appealed to him more, a long self-piloted flight at his 
advanced age, sounded unwise. Still until he found River and Moonlight and killed 
them, he had a lot more to think about than just the disposition of their bodies. He 
had one night. 


BPP 

So Randi got behind the wheel of his automobile, an old Hudson of mine that he had 
refined, with a wider wheelbase, a larger engine, and a CD player so he could listen 
to his books on tape. Face it, the man is boring. I mean listenin’ to Kant on your 
car stereo? Borrring! 


BPQ 

So he took his Basalt Key on the back side of the Blvd, and he put it in the olive 
wreath keyhole. The door opened to the underground and he drove his Hudson to the 
control room for the Hollywood tunnels, shut down the Anubis entrance and opened up 
the entrance at The Hollywood Wax Museum. Two cigarettes, a camel wide and a 
Marlboro 10@@ and the back room to the underground tidal pool would open. His 
scrying room, all prepared, he went to hunt River and Whatshername. 


BPR 

So back to his dorkmobile Randi ran, and he drove 3 blocks to the wax museum's 
Audrey Hepburn exhibit, fished from his glove compartment two cigarettes and headed 
on in, sauntered around a bit to look natural, then jammed the two cigarettes in the 
prepared wall sconces and slipped through the portal that opened. Ran down the 
stairs, pulled out his pipe, smoked the lotus within and then crossed his eyes, he 
looked at the pool and chanted a 'padme om' and there in the depths of his mind, he 
Saw River in Inglewood, asking guys for rock, every homeboy he saw, sometimes 
getting chased off, but not asking the laws, then finally one sold to him and he 
headed for Jack in the Box. Randi then scried moonlight, she was headed up on the 
bus from Buena Park, she'd been riding the Rollercoasters at Knott's Berry Farm, so 
he'd have time to get there if he took Beachfront Blvd. He ran out of the Wax Museum 
like Batdork and jumped in his car. Then he broke a few speed limits but got there 
in time. He got out of the car, told River Moonlight had sent him and when he got in 
the car he hit him over the head and started driving for the 10. 


BPS 

Left to her own devices, Rosie decided to follow Randi. She got on her Vespa, and 
followed him around town. She nearly lost him when he left from the wax museum. But 
with a couple of prayers and lucky lights, she caught him again. When she saw him 
hit River and head for the 10, she knew what was up, called Drew and asked her to 
catch up with her in her ‘vette. 


BPT 

Drew hauled ass. Caught up with Rosie cruisin’ in the slow lane about Pomona, They 
pulled into the Cal Poly Parking Lot, locked up Rosie's vespa and hauled tail til’ 
they sotted Randi about Montclair. They both knew that Randi might kill River about 
anytime past Banning, when desert and wilderness was near the freeway, so they sped 
past him in the diamond lane, and pulled over on the shoulder near Denny's in 
Beaumont. Rosie ran down to Denny's, dropped $10@ on the counter and grabbed as many 
steak knives as she could carry back to Drew's ‘vette, pulled a Nordstrom's bag out 
of Drew's trunk, filled it with the knives, shook it and squeezed it so the knives 
were sticking out at many angles, and said, "best caltrop ever!" 


BPS 
So they took their time, cruised about 5@ and when Randi passed they threw the 


caltrop under his wheels, his car skidded, he tried to keep driving, but then the 
tire spalled off and it was obvious he wouldn't get far. So at the dinosaurs, by the 
Wheel Inn, in Cabazon. Randi pulled off the 1@ and Drew and Rosie confronted him 
with baseball bats at the ready. "You lied to me!" said Rosie. "You said you'd use 
prayer and faith." "I did!" said Randi, "It got you out of the way.” "You rotten 
jerk," said Drew, (although I use euphemisms.) "Do you really believe Price can make 
Erik a god?" "Erik?" said Randi, “you know who he is? "Yes." said Drew, "I usta hang 
out with him when he was a hippie kid!" Rosie and Randi's jaws both dropped 

"Relax" said Drew, "he's mellow as a kitten and no tribble at all." "Tribbles seemed 
mellow too, but they threatened the Enterprise." "Yer such a nerd, Randi, just give 
it up." " What's he doing right now?" "He's (get this) infatuated with Princess 
Stephanie of Monaco." "He wants to boink his niece?" "Niece?!" and Drew's jaw 
dropped. “Wait, what?" "His niece. He's Houdini's kid, that's who Cassandra Peterson 
married in the 6@s" "Good thing she's just Stephanie's character, to show him fun 
places to go in the Desert" "She's playing an uptight Christian chick, he won't get 
any." "You're wrong" said Randi "She's done this before, she always picks up her 
sucker while playing a whore" "Oh sheesh," said Drew "does she know he's her uncle?" 
"T don't think so," said Randi, "But let's not tell her." "She deserves it" said 
Drew "She's been a jerk to so many guys." "They kind of deserve it too, they usually 
have jilted Caroline" "Heaven," said Drew " He got tired of Heaven never being 
around!" "So he lives in Indian Wells?" "You know Heaven?" "I treated her when she 
was playing neurotic." "Jeez, Randi, you sure do get around. Here I just thought you 
were the Magic Castle's chief clown." Rosie looked at both of them and said "What 
are we going to do with River?” "Kill him!" said Randi and drew hit him in the chest 
with a baseball bat. "Like that?" she said. "That's what we should do?" Randi 
groaned "Yeth if you want the Earth to survive" Erik will tear the world apart 
unless we kill River!" Rosie said "No! This is the end, and she dragged River into 
the ‘vette and Drew and Rosie and River lived happily after. 


BPT 
Well, that may be an exaggeration, River "died" and "came back" as Marilyn Manson. 


BPU 

So Randi claimed a jealous magician had thrown the knives under his car and the 
steering wheel cracked his sternum, the cops believed it, the hospital too, and 
Since Randi "Couldn't figure out" who might do it, that was it for "The Case of the 
Caltropped Tire." 


BPV 

Randi was crazy. Price might just win, to make his grandson a god would corrupt the 
good man Erik is absolutely. No man needs that much power but to make sure, Randi 
started influencing Erik to study Eastern disciplines, he called Drew on the phone 
and said "No Hard Feelings, will you please seduce Erik and teach him Buddhist 
ways?" "I'd be delighted," said Drew "although he realy doesn't need it, He just 
needs to learn how to discern who is truly his friend." "Then do that," said Randi, 
"I'll give you a team." "I don't need your team, I've got my own, just keep good 
sci-fi coming into Waldenbooks, he's been reading the golden age greats and 8@s hard 
science fiction. "OK," said Randi, "But steer him towards Classic Philosophy, enough 
to grok Hegel's Philosophy of History, also, I'll get Jerome to introduce him to 
Will and Ariel Durant, so he can meet the family. 


BPW 

Rosie didn't like it. "You can't trust that booger" (again I use euphemisms) "He's 
tryin’ to get him killed as a nerd or somethin'," Drew told her "I can trust him, I 
know who he really is, another jerk charlatan named The Amazing Kreskin, he got a 
deal on Johnny Carson's old toups and uses them as a disguise, he's so cheap he 
wanted a Viper but just modded an old Hudson he inherited from his father's estate 
so it has has the engine and a wider wheelbase. The man is cheap, he's so cheap he 
Swipes those phony robes of his from The Wilshire on his expense account, dyes them, 
wears them backwards and sews them up, he's so cheap he buys his prescription in 
lenses at Thriftys and pops out the lenses to fit his eyes. He's so cheap he bought 
a Franklin computer back in '83 and still uses it in 1991. He's CHEAP! He's got ALL 
Dover editions in his library, he drinks Manischewitz, he buys generic toilet paper, 
he buys his disguises from Goodwills, he only eats at Del Taco on Taco Night, he 
buys shoes from Payless, day old bread, and his underwear he stitches together from 
his old bedsheets and rubberbands and he gets those for free from his old newspapers 
and the Hilton, The man is CHEAP!" 


BPX 

Just then, Randi walked in, "don't try stealin' the robes, the towels the sheets, 
the chairs, or the ashtray, they have anti-theft devices on them." Just kidding, 
they were at Drew's place. 


BPY 

Then they decided that they were going to move Erik out, so Randi could cool off, 
They got a place up in Desert Hot Springs in a country club, stayed there for a 
couple months, got Mao-Tse-Tung aka Pat Morita to play Dad, Rosie got very slim and 
played Mom and Drew did the Korean girl she always did when she went Dim Summing in 
Koreatown and she started catching his attention at Waldenbooks in Palm Springs. 
Then she asked Princess Stephanie in her Christian girl identity to introduce her to 
"That nerdy guy!" So they went out, moved out and sequestered him in some low rent 
apartments near El Paseo. Lots of sex, easy pot from Liz's fence crew, and books and 
books and books and books. He read voraciously and then he got fired, so Drew sought 
out Randi. "He isn't the least interested in magic, power, or anything but stoner 
stuff, classic books and sex. NOW will you leave him alone?" "OK Drew." "I know 
you're lying Randi, but if you sign over the deed to the Magic Castle, with an iron 
clad contract where the sale is only binding if Erik dies before his 4@th Birthday 
then I'll believe you." Randi hemmed and hawed, but he knew Vincent was on his last 
legs with lung cancer, so he agweed. Drew then gave him the incriminating Kweskin 
footage where Randi made himself up as Kweskin, that Drew had suweptioustly filmed 
and they went their separate ways. 


BPZ 

1957 

A young magician named James Wandi was working in the Chicago awea, his tricks were 
typical of the genre but he brought a dark edge to them. his bandsaw sounded scary, 
his scimitars were chased, his rings were like worked brass gargoyle knockers, and 
man was he ugly. He was so ugly he wooked wike a mule with a hangover, he was so 
ugly his assistants were all transvestites, he was so ugly he had to use a doctored 
drawing of the Amazing Mandrake with a bald head for his ads. Women would faint, 


dogs would howl, guys would sadly shake their head, milk would curdle, cats would 
run. He couldn't go into a mirror store, clowns offered him facepaint, grocery 
clerks volunteered two bags, he couldn't even wook in his rearview mirror, toup 
Sales went up after his every show as did acne med sales. He was a one man clearasil 
ad, birds would cry, bats would howl and kids who saw his shows needed therapy for 
years. The man was ugly. 


BOA 

Wandi was obsessed with philosophy, specifically knowledge of earthly realms, 
natural phenomena, physical laws and the role of humanity as the apex predator in 
the natural world and of course the man was fascinated by Magic. The physical Kind. 
He saw spiritual magic as a faud, mentalism as a form of hypnotic trance (with good 
reason) and thought Religion was a fraud by priests, rather than an involvement with 
the realm of god. It takes faith to access god, Randi had none, but god watches out 
for fools, so Randi rarely stumbled. He learned ways to duplicate the miracles of 
religious figures, Christ included. He had cantilevered crosses, handslips to pierce 
with spikes and hold his weight, louvered waterwalkers, false bottom baskets, 
ancient insulin from distilled mushrooms, even a prehistoric rhizome that served as 
a cure for Hansen's Disease. The man was brilliant, but the kind of brilliance that 
uses a telescope to examine nude ladies in the windows of a cityscape instead of 
exploring the heavens. Not to ride him, his brilliance is pre-eminent, one of the 
brightest minds of the Magic Castle, which is really saying something. My main 
concern about Randi isn't his lack of faith, It's the fact that he tries to convince 
others of his truth. But I suppose with the prevalence of proslytic faiths, a 
proslytic skeptic is acceptable too. Still, he tries too hard, like a hellfire and 
brimstone preacher that comes into your yard. But my only real problem with him is 
he lied to my son, not the ones by Bess, but the one by Cassandra. 


BOA 

Never can tell when a day will go bad, this is about the worst that Randi ever had. 
He was kvetching about River and his evil war scheme, complaining about Price and 
his God-making scheme and just in general being a whiny old bean. Then, he got a 
call from Harry Anderson, a hipster magician with all kinds of slick tricks. He said 
to Randi, "You've got mud on your face, you're a big disgrace, makin’ your mess all 
over the place, and then Randi realized that Harry knew he'd been Freddie Mercury. 
Now that wasn't the bad part. That was just the setup. The bad part was that Harry 
was known in the trade as an extortionist, He'd find out a secret, tell the wrong 
guys, then let that secret slip until he got a fat stack. Now Freddie had ‘died’ 
with two albums left on his contract, his ‘death’ negated the contract, but if his 
execs found out he might end up owing more than he had. Harry figured he could hook 
up 50 grand. A con man, a shark, a wicked gambler, Harry could be as wicked as his 
character Harry seemed. The problem for Randi wasn't the dinero, It was that he had 
other characters that Harry might extort him with and with the ‘mud on your face' 
line he had indicated he knew that Randi was also Dr. John who used voodoo mud to 
cake his hair and beard for some of his darker revues. 


BQB 

So there on the phone Randi said "BOO! You've got stage fright and I'll tell who 
fills in for you. "Wrong" said harry, she's also hypnotic, and not just her boobs, 
I've been cured of that for years. "Fiddlesticks" said Randi, "I've still got the 


videos, I'll ‘prove’ it and you'll still have a rep for no-shows. Yer a weiner," 
Said Harry. "Look who's talkin'" said Randi. "I won't owe nuthin' Said Harry "plus 
it'll be a perk that Elviwa might show up." Randi stared stupid, "OK, 50,000 
dollars, but this buys your silence about Freddie Mercury forever. "Deal," said 
Harry, “you know I'm no welcher." “Drop by the Magic Castle and I'll give it to you 
tonight." 


BQC 

Randi then hung up the phone, ran to his wack mobile and drove to Wells Fargo, 
withdrew $50,000 and put it in a satchel, then drove back home to his Magic Castle. 
When he got there he handed it to a man mountain named Johnson. A six-foot-five 
monster of a wrestler. Then, he got into his el cheapo monkeysuit and prepared his 
kit for some back bar close-up magic. Some shells, some peas, three disposable 
lighters, two decks of cards and 5 rubberbands. He then sat down and ordered a neat 
Chivas Regal and tried to look a bit drunker than he was. 


BQD 

He started dealin' out cards, one at a time, looking at each one like he was doing 
tarot or scrying, and then he turned around and Harry was there with the satchel, 
and Randi knew it was on. You want double or nothin' Randi smiled. Harry said there 
ain't a card trick or dirty deal you know that I can't spot. So Randi said, "Five 
card stud. One deal. Winner takes all." "All this?" said Harry plunking down the 
satchel. "Deal!" said Randi and shuffled the cards. Then he crouched (switching the 
deck) complained about his back as he stood, switched the deck with his prepared one 
and dealt Harry two Queens and Two Kings. He dealt himself a full house, sevens and 
nines and whenhe flipped the hole card over he saw ANOTHER Harry across the room 
with 5 stacks of cash. "Unpleasant Queeens" said Cassandra as she waved. Randi threw 
the cards all over the bar as ended his most horrible day. 


BQE 

'Ring' went the phone. "You got the drop?" said Cassandra. "Yeh," said Randi "but 
what's with the old nightie?" "Well check this out," and she snapped her fingers and 
Randi fell back asleep. 


BQF 
The Dream Randi dreampt he was Harry slingin' Elvira costumes, then he woke up. 


BQG 

"Ring' went the phone. "You got the picture?" said Cassandra. "Yeh said Randi, but 
what's with the old nightie?" "Well check this out" and she snapped her fingers and 
Randi fell back asleep 


BQH 
Randi dreampt he ws in a courtroom suing Harry for Elvira licensing. 


BQI 

"Ring' went the phone. "You got 7.5 million dollars?" said Cassandra. "But what's 
with the vendetta?" "Well check this out and she snapped her fingers and Randi fell 
back asleep. 


BQJ 
Randi dreampt he was Joni Mitchell getting extorted by Harry. "I want $50,000 
dollars or I tell all of Heart's fans you're boring Joni Mitchell and not Heart's 
Nancy Wilson." 


BQK 
'Ring' went the phone. Randi spat "Don't do that again" “How much can we squeeze out 
of him?" "Frederick's?" said Elvira. "That's what's on the nightie's tag. How much?" 
"$100,000 dollars." "But Frederick's is expensive." "Shatner's got enough, he'll buy 
it at that cost, just pitch it as prime for the Internet, he'll snap it up." "Deal!" 
said Randi "So I'm your lawyer?" "Dead on" said Elvira. They both laughed. 


BQL 
The wind blew and it reminded Randi of 1939. The year he became a magician. 


BQM 
There he was a child with an alcoholic father who budgeted just enough on food for 
survival. The kid was hungry. He was so hungry he'd eat lead paint chips and dip. He 
was so hungry he imagined telephone lines were long strands of spaghetti. He was so 
hungry he dreamed that the clouds of heaven were made of marshmallows. He was so 
hungry he used to read cookbooks and make mudpies that looked like the pictures. The 
kid was hungry. And then one day, he smelled popcorn, it drifted into his mind, he 
was very hungry and when his father drifted into the beer garden he wandered over to 
the smell of the popcorn, and there was a magician named Pierre the Obvious. It was 
me, in disguise during my last run to the states before killing Hitler. Randi. My 
son, who had been put up for adoption like all of my children due to Bess's wish to 
remind childless. I did the tricks for the sticks, the simple entertainments 
expected of magicians. The rings, the cups, the balls, the cards, sawing a lady in 
half and some animal tricks, doves, rabbits, hats, the obvious. Thus the name. Used 
a French accent too. 


BQN. 
When Man was created, he was given the fruits of the garden. Randi wasn't so lucky, 
he had scant meals 3 times a day. A grapefruit and toast for breakfast. a hot dog 
for lunch, and for dinner, a pork chop cutlet, mashed potatoes and butter. No 
dessert. This diet taught him to seek any events that might have eats. Church 
socials (he hated them), extended family invitations (he hated them), his dad's 
union meetings (he hated them) and his friend's birthday parties (he hated them). So 
when he went to the county fair with his dad and he smelled the free popcorn in the 
magician's tent, he expected to hate it. But he didn't, he loved it. He loved the 
old Victrola playing hot jazz, he loved the clinking of the rings, he loved the 
colorful spheres indside the shiny cups, he loved the fur on the rabbit, he loved 
the flapping of the doves, he loved the glittering costume on Bess, he loved the 
sound of the saw, the smoke from my fingertips and the hot poker that I ate until it 
no longer glowed. He was so enthralled, he even forgot to get the popcorn and that's 
the only reason he came into the tent. Bess handed him a box on his way out of the 
egress and he looked at it as if he'd never seen any before and munched it fitfully 
as he wandered off to the beergarden to drive home with his now plastered father. 


BQD 


So he went to the library and he looked up one of my books about the miracle mongers 
and how their tricks deluded many into believing that magicians possessed spiritual 
powers. He was angry that some thing so beautiful could be used to defraud people, 
cause them to change their beliefs, give up their monies, go to war, or lose faith 
in the things they believed in. He never lost this anger. It stayed so part of his 
psyche that he later gave up magic just to focus upon stopping those who would use 
magic for self-interest and not entertainment. 


BQE 
Later Randi started doing tricks for his friends, card tricks at first, but soon he 
built some cabinets and designed a hat with a false bottom. The Amazing Jimmy is 
what he called himself. He'd entertain his friends at birthday parties and school 
talent shows, he even got a teacher to let him saw her in half. All the kids really 
loved that. he went from being a hungry, whiny kid to the elementary school hero, 
cuz the teacher he sawed in half was a bit sadistic in class. It was Bess in her 
role as Mrs. Farrelly, the crabbiest teacher in second grade. She yelled at kids, 
she called them dummies, she made them stay after school and listen to Debussy, you 
can just imagine how they loved that. And then the poor little hungry kid sweet 
talked her into getting in a box and being ‘cut in half’. "Just yell some," he 
asked, "so the kids think it really hurts." she agreed. Even the cyharacter she was 
playing knew good showmanship. 


The next day at school, the prettiest girl in class gave him a kiss on the cheek, a 
kid gave him a tunafish sandwich, he'd never had one before and he got picked first 
for baseball in P.E. He loved it. 


BOF 
So after that his fate was sealed. He wanted these luxuries, so he started 
performing. A tipped wink at Houdini, escape tricks and also the stuff he loved his 
first time. He3 acted a little scary, teens loved it that way, and they had more 
money than most parents would pay. He was a little bit mercenary, but when you grow 
up poverty-stricken it happens that way. So with a wink of his eye and a tip of his 
hat, he set out toward making plenty of jack. He looked good on television, and 
making the rounds, everyone wondering if he would drown. He learned from the best, 
with modern technology, where I had a squirting nickel type air bellows, he had a 
Slidable scuba bottom in his milkcan. I mean jeez, have you ever not managed to get 
spacey after 5 minutes. His gestures were flawless. His shills were great actors. 
His props were magnificent, shiny and dark, but the most important part of his 
magical stage show was his patter, the denying of any magical abilities. He was 
still that child, and basically told people he was a technician. Making things look 
good, but without spiritual powers. That worked great with teenagers. They weren't 
"aw shucks' little kids. They just liked that he was scary and with the new monster 
movie fad, that suited his pocketbook just fine. 


BQG 
So there were two teams, the hedonists and the stoic. One Alexandra and Rasputin, 
the other, boring young Randi. He'd heard about them and their calls.to the winter, 
howling in the night like rampaging demons, in the daytime, sated, sleeping or 
feasting. Like ancient roman patricians, reveling in their power. Randi more 
workmanlike. Always learning new tricks, doing things that looked impossible. But he 


had to tone it down for the sticks. 


BQH 
Why tone it down? Sawing a lady in half with blood squirting everywhere, you get the 
picture. 


BQI 
So Vincent Price (hissss) asks Randi to build him a mitre box that will hold a whole 
body. Randi doesn't know about Vincent's murderous proclivities so he builds Vincent 
the box that is measured to fit his guillotine. That night Randi dreams of the 
library. And he sees the dark books limned in fire for the first time. Randi's not 
tempted but he is concerned. This dark dream negates much that he's learned. The 
stories of similar books found in dreams have haunted many magician's dreams. The 
spiritual aspect is undeniable. And that really upsets Randi's world-view. He keeps 
his attitude about magic and it's main value entertainment. But in Price's library 
he saw things he didn't like. Apocryphal scrolls that disappeared in Alexandria, 
Pentagrams described in Crowley's manuals as impossible to design with 
three-dimensional geometry, pictures of demons that are spoken of only indirectly. 
Wall sconces designed to hold souls in place that cast ethereal smoke in a circular 
Space and signs in the library like truckers, a demonic uncle, and the dark face of 
Dorian Grey. Some were filled with people Randi was afraid to talk to. But the 
scarier part was that some had no people in them at all. When he awoke he knew he 
had passed the test but a giggling voice told him with his eyes wide open "You 
lingered too long" that was me mind you. I knew that Randi was interested, I wanted 
him to know that he could get lost in dream. 


BQJ 
How did I do it? Hypnotic implant. I made him think he was just watching a magic 
show when he was a kid, but amid the clinking rings, the shuffling cups and the 
fwapping doves, I whispered intonations that only he would hear. These intonations 
led him to hang around Vincent's places, I knew that without a shadow of a doubt he 
would be one of Vincent Price's victims. 


BQK 
You see, when *I* saw price's library; the first plaque I saw read, "The doubting 
dumbass' & I knew Vincent was after his soul and would not stop until Randi was 
dead. So I figured that I'd build Randi's mind to resist on his own, and it worked 
for awhile, but then Randi got greedy, he liked disguises a bunch but to truly 
metamorphasize was a mighty great temptation. So he went to Vincent and Vincent said 
"I don't need your soul at all" "I found another doubting dumbass named Aleister 
Crowley. He didn't believe that demons were real and he offered his soul up so he'd 
know all about that field. That made it easy for him because he had no soul to 
steal. So he got to wield his demons, and I got a BETTER deal. Wahahaha! Now this 
upset Randi he knew Crowley was his grandfather and to know his grandfather had no 
soul his mind it did bother. So he asked a rabbi, do people own their souls or do 
they belong to Jehovah, who created them all. The rabbi pondered and then he thought 
for awhile more. Then he said, "God mus possess our souls, for how can we claim what 
HE made," Randi liked that answer but he was also a lawyer and knew that no pun 
intended, Possession was 9/10ths of the law. Still he knew Vincent wasn't a liar but 
he certainly had a way of fanning flames higher. So Randi backed out, stopped 


looking for magical powers and then Vincent said "Don't worry about your 
grandfather, when I die I will leave them to someone who will free them and then 
he'll be free to enter whatever afterlife he chooses. That satisfied Randi but he 
asked, "Why collect them at all?" "Why collect ANYthing" retorted Vincent, "we lose 
it all when we die." This Randi knew, "So we can admire it during our lifetime" "And 
beyond" said Vincent "Although I just said that to sound scary." 


BQL 
You see Randi and Vincent were two of a kind, both in a rush to enter into 
disciplines that were beyond their ken. Randi's was theology of which he knew 
little. Vincent's was magic of which he knew only a little bittle. Both were 
scholarly in other disciplines and could smoke even the scholars. But when it came 
to their heart's desire, both were lackwits. 


BQM 
So with Plenty of forethought, I sought them out independently. For Vincent one 
message. "Don't tell Randi your mission." For Randi a more complex message, "Don't 
mess with my progeny, I know you don't know who they are but in time you will learn. 
If you mess with them you will cease to learn, earn or discern. So just give them 
wide berth, and your life will be filled with mirth instead of sorrow.” 


BQN 
Ever I wonder, what I shall do if Randi kills his brother, for that is what Erik 
is... Randi's brother. My son, they are both, I raised them both right. But when a 
man contemplates murder, it gets easier in the meantime. Randi's attempt to murder 
River showed he was insane. But the fact that he'd try and do the same to Erik was 
proof that he needs to be stopped. Sanity is without a doubt one of the most 
evanescent elements of our society. Those in the top echelon can lose it at the drop 
of a hat, those at the bottom it's tougher to tell, many act crazy so other folks 
don't put them through hell. But those who have it generally don't know it and those 
who think they have it tend to be insane. Because to be able to be sane you have to 
know insane and those who don't will always fail when they're put to the test. An 
example is the fact that all mankind will completely destroy itself someday. Energy 
will deplete, the sun will die. We may have other but they will die too. But how did 
you feel when I said man would destroy itself. Like it might happen soon. It will. 
At least on a universal scale. But on a terrestrial scale we have a long time. So 
revel or live, but don't think you're sane for even the sanest have times when their 
sanity goes down the drain. 


BQO 
This isn't about Randi or Erik, it's about the players who introduced themselves at 
the beginning of this book. They all are alive because of Erik. This includes me. He 
told me to go to work for the government, that I should fake my death in 1926, just 
the same way those of you with spiritual powers know that I am dictating this book 
and he is transcribing it. Same with the rest one way or the other. Most weren't 
happy that they were likely to die. 


BQP 
So when the night faded and Drew had driven far past LA, past Bakersfield to Fresno 
in her car. River and Rosie had fallen asleep in the back. Drew amped on coffee, 


just knockin’ it back, the horror had ended. The Zombie Master was gone. River had 
regained the wits he had lost for so long. A smile on his face, he'd even cracked a 
joke, walkin’ around like Tor Johnson in Ed Wood's Plan 9. Neither one dreamed of 
the Library or the nightmares within. Like the end of a fairy tale where the heroes 
both win. Drew pulled into a Motel 6 and they all passed out within. 


BOR 
That night they dreamed, and it went on and on. A story about a woman who became a 
neutron star, she lived on a planet that was covered in dust, and she dusted and 
dusted and dusted some more. When it was all clean she looked up at the sky, and 
Said "Now I wish I had a radio so I could dance beneath the sky." And she started 
Singing loudly a song by Phil Spector "My boyfriend's back and yer gunna be in 
trouble. Hey la hey la My Boyfriend's Back" The stars whirled around her and she 
started to glow. Then she started to crackle and irradiate. She had wished so hard 
for a radio she became one and grew and enveloped the planet she had dusted. That 
wasn't the end for her. She was still her inside. But as she drifted playing old 
Beach Boys tunes her dancing got slower as she started to die. Finally she reached 
her end and then she signed off. You've been listening to the oldies on K-STA. 


BQS 
They awoke kinda happy. "You had that dream too?" each to one another. What would 
you do? They smiled, they loved it. It was like Heaven to them. To all share a dream 
after being through heck. Such is a good life. Shared experience, not to get loaded 
playing "Are you Experienced." and so Life began for them all again as they drove to 
Santa Cruz to get some new gear. 


Segue 


Now I'm gonna tell you why I died. I lost my mind. There was this book. I'd waited 
years to read it, learned rudimentary Latin for it, read Plato, studied the Bible 
and learned my history. It is called 'The Anatomy of Melancholy’ by Robert Burton. 
In August 1926, I began to read it. I got halfway through and was so mesmerized, I 
started talking to people about it. They'd all read it. My wife, I know not when, 
but she quoted from it verbatim. My bartender, he started parodying it as he told me 
what draft beers were in stock. The waitress at the cafe had a dress with Burton 
Silk-screened on it. Not just his portrait, the text, in miniscule about 20 pages. 
"He's my favorite!" she said. I ran outta that cafe lickety-split. Had everyone read 
Burton but me? I drove to the barbershop, Jimmy was quoting Burton at length and ad 
nauseum. I fled. Went to my class at USC. The one I taught incognito about me. And I 
told them the next reading would be from Burton, and I ran when they said "We read 
Burton last year." I went to Skid Row, sidled up to a stewbum with a bottle of 
muscatel. Told him about Burton, and he said "I like his Utopia. The part about 
limiting lawyers. I hate Lawyers” then he vomited. I jumped in my car, drove to the 
beach at Venice, some musclehead was out there and I asked him "What's your favorite 
Burton quote?" fearing the worst, and he said "See that strange Cinickzerksey lake 
in Carniola where waters gush so fast out of the ground that they will overtake a 
swift horseman" and I ran... aimlessly wandering down the beach bathing beauties 
commenting about Scaliger or enumerating abtruse elements of Pythagoras or the 
jurisprudence of the Scythians, quotes in Latin from toddlers. Prostitutes 
criticizing St. John Chrysotom. Days went by. It got worse. Street urchins chanting 


the verse prologue, cops asking me what I thought about the death of John Medices. 
Studio execs describing sets based upon Tychos description of physical matter. I 
drove as fast as I could, crashed my car and the ambulance drivers started 
describing physical abnormalities of Galba, Epictetus, Alexander and Caesar. I 
decided to die, arranged a play to explain my death with the musclehead from the 
beach, the doctors removing my appendix describing the respect of the Romans for 
Seneca and then I went into a yogic trance and awoke wide in the coroner's office. I 
sat up, the coroner blinked and began to describe Piso and his commentary upon 
pleasures in the belly. And I ran out naked into the street, a dive into a prepared 
vehicle then I drove a Citroen to an aqueduct, held my breath for five minutes and 
swam comfortably into the night. 


The Diary of Grigori Rasputin 


By Erik Weisz 


This is fiction in no uncertain terms, it contains public figures performing 
fictional actions. If you believe these actions are non-fiction then you owe me 200 
billion dollars, because that is fiction and an intrinsic part of this work. 


Section 1 - The Empress 


If I were to describe the perfect woman, the frontispiece would have a silhouette of 
Alexandra. Her beauty is divine. But her beauty is just one element of what a 
wondrous woman she is. Now many women are wondrous, many have great beauty but very 
few of them are Empresses, and that's definitely part of my attraction to her. As a 
country peasant and itinerant preacher; I often found myself without political 
influence. So when news of my visions and prognostications reached the ears of the 
Imperial family, I found myself desiring a permanent access to powerful people. I 
saw her admiring my physique when I was entering a trance, and the last thought I 
had before sipping into it, was “Empress, may I have this dance.” When I arose in 
consciousness, she was still staring at me and I knew it was more than an idle 
consideration that she was interested in me. I envisioned many trysts over the next 
several weeks and shortly an invitation arose to visit their palace as a spiritual 
advisor. I dashed off an acceptance letter, describing how my addition to their 
court would help balance the equation between the power of the Imperial family and 
the poverty of the peasantry. I had little idea that the peasantry DESIRED an aloof 
and unattainable ruling family. 


Ever did I tell the people of Jesus, but they still thought me possessed. So 
eventually I developed facial tics and dark glares, so they would think me a fighter 
against demons at all times. I'd squirt out a message, then babble in tongues, then 
prophesy from another world about things that may or may not come. I spoke of 
communists and robots and those who would call to the wind, and the voices told me 
of a mad monk and I thought I could be him. So I grew my nails long, and put grease 
in my hair and wore homespun robes and gave a look that said, ‘Beware.’ This dark 
gaze became my hallmark. I was known for it far and wide, and as long as I kept my 


sermons frightening, the people would gather anywhere. I healed with both faith and 
folk medicine. I'd blow incense made of borage, hellebore, opium, lotus, tobacco, 
sage, frankincense, violets and gum arabic. The combinations were varied from 
patient to patient, but I always knew that wisdom that was taught me by my 
grandmother. To look at their eyes, call to their spirits, ask them if they wisht to 
return to the world and if they didn't always heed it. I never would go against the 
whim of their spirits and some claimed me a charlatan because I wouldn't heal 
everyone. 


So as I found myself bound into political intrigue, cozening of favor among worldly 
magnates, I trusted in the words of the prophets, and found solace in the words of 
Christ. I sundered the family, both Nicholas and his empress lived simpler, went on 
pilgrimages with me with entourages of simple means, the constant flow of vodka 
ceased and these nobles were forced to subsist on their own incomes instead of the 
incomes of the Imperial family. They were angry. They plotted and found a madwoman 
to do their deeds. She attacked me in the streets and I nearly died. I still feel 
the pain of her blade and each stroke she delivered I can still see. I can also feel 
the freezing sleet I lay in to slow the bleeding. It saved my life. Mother Russia 
and God showed me their love and I survived. Some regret that, Nicholas sometimes 
does, but he also relishes the fires I awoke in his woman. She had tired of the 
masques and mummeries of the court and sought the wilds the wilds the wilds that 
only I knew. The freezing sleet-covered crevasses, the high mountaintops, the bitter 
cold and the windy passes where blizzards would flow, wolves would howl and peasants 
would cross themselves and not dare to approach. 


In the winds, I heard voices, not of men, but of angels. They spoke of the fanatic 
that was coming. A madman, a demagogue, a man filled with an atheistic darkness that 
would cover Russia. I warned Nicholas, I beseeched Alexandra to flee their blessed 
land so the wave of violence could subside and his topheavy economic policies could 
topple his communist empire. They listened, we found some burghers in trade from 
Bavaria who resembled them AND were stricken with cancer. They knew they would die, 
but through us they died as an Imperial family rather than as a middle-class troupe 
of traders. We schooled them during a trip to Bethlehem Jerusalem and Syria and 
taught them courtly ways and aristocratic dances. Then and only then, we allowed the 
Noble families to kill me. I knew that God and Russia would save me. But if I'd 
known how my yogic skills wand faith would be tested for 3@ years I never would have 
considered allowing myself to be martyred. I never would allowed my Empress to be 
apart from me. But in our youth, we ALL make mistakes. I vowed upon awaking to never 
leave her again. And then I called to her, my how 


l on the wind, her cries of lust echoing throughout the basin of Los Angeles. I 
slept through the war, I slept through the Depression, I awoke a howling beast of 
the belle epoque in a time that had moved past me, but some things never die. A 
woman's passion being one of them. She had aged gracefully, Nicholas had tired of 
her. He played with starlets, Grable, Turner, Lake, Lombard and Hayworth had all 
been used by him. He wearied women, but he cut a fine figure and was free with his 
monies. You knew him as Howard Hughes. 


Section II - That jerk Houdini 


I knew Houdini when I met him. He was posing as an elder, wandering in Russia. He 
quizzed me on my faith, and I noticed an odd accent and abrasions on his wrists. 
Houdini had been touring the continent. His notices were everywhere, but it was the 
glint in his eye, not the dreamy musing eyes of a mystic that gave him away. I 
looked at his hair, It had a different texture past the first 2 inches, and then I 
noticed how it was woven in, and I knew who it was, like a bolt from the blue. It 
was before the Empress, he'd heard of me, and thought me a charlatan. While my 
legend was greater than my strengths, I convinced him of my skill. He tried to 
discuss old herbals with me. But my training was ancestral, from peasant to peasant; 
I listened as a child and asked questions, Simple ones like "What is that smell?" 
and "What are these flowers?" My grandmother was only too happy to answer. Many 
thought her mad, but even her worst detractors would come to her when sick. The 
reason they thought her mad is because she talked to her plants as well as her 
notable skill at healing. I explained this to ‘Elder Rukov'. He asked me if she was 
a witch. I told him, "She is as God-loving as you or I." and he smiled. Houdini had 
had his spiritual detractors as well. He looked at me then, and asked "Do you 
believe that you are a sinner and can be saved by Jesus Christ?" I nodded and said 
"Yes to both" He also wanted to know if I drank strong drink. I told him no. He 
nodded, looked at me with compassion and then he smiled upon me, and said "Please 
continue to heal the sick in Jesus's name." I told him "I love the Christ and shall 
never forsake him." He laughed, "Nor shall he forsake you brother." and then he 
wandered off into a snowstorm. 


Two weeks later. An old woman in a shawl came to me and told me that she couldn't 
hold down food. I held her face up to the light, her cheeks were sallow, her eyes 
burned like fire. I told her, "drink chamomile sister, and cease to drink the 
mariwine." I knew it was Houdini. I'd seen plays in the prison camp where skilled 
actors performed female roles and they had the same timbre in their voice as Mr. 
Houdini. I then roughly examined her wrists and told her to daub them with olive oil 
and silver that had been ground to a fine powder. Her eyes flashed. "I have been in 
the camps too, Sister." and I showed her a faint marking that used to be a deep 
weal. She calmed and nodded. I knew that she would be back. 


A government official came to my door, he yelled at my wife. I didn't know him, he 
took me before a detective who sat in his chair templing his fingers with his back 
to me as he looked out the window. I knew it was Houdini. His voice had that timbre 
and his subordinate I looked at again with open eyes and I saw his wife Beatrice. I 
should have known, ‘his' eyes were too gentle to be an Okhrana. And the building was 
far too remote from the center of the city to be a detention center. I meekly 
accepted the situation. No violence had come, just verbal brutality. Houdini turned 
around with slit-eyed mongol-like features. I saw a slightly less shiny portion near 
his eyelids and I knew he was using some affixed appliance. I prayed to Jesus to let 
this encounter go peacefully. I believe he meant to just tease me, but his wife's 
unladylike conduct in calling my wife a trull and a drudge was beyond the pale of 
Christian and genteel behavior. I told him the answer to his question that I did not 
charge for my healing, but that most peasants and townspeople would insist on 
leaving a chicken, a cake or a couple loaves of bread, which I humbly accepted. He 
smiled and said next time have them leave me some vodka. I have no use for chicken, 


cakes and bread. I stammered "I do not ask them for anything." He smiled wider and 
Said "Just consider any vodka they leave you to be Captain Polnyak's private 


reserve." I nodded and bowed gently to him. "I shall render to Caesar what is 
Caesar's." His grin split the room. 


I only saw him one more time. When I was floating down the river after I was 
"assassinated’'. He had that fulfilled grin of his and a long pole that he used to 
push me into the deep current, so I would flow to the sea. I'm pretty sure he's who 
produced the body that looked like me. Leave it to Harry Houdini to pull a Rasputin 
out of his hat. 


Section III - February 1947 


I liked America, but it was uptight about sex. I saw several men and women look at 
the two of us when they saw our weather-beaten clothing and us in dishabille look 
away harshly as if we were villains. Perhaps we were, after all, we were breaking a 
commandment with our adulterous affair. In Europe, we were considered scandalous, 
but typical of those of aristocratic means, nowhere near shocking, but then we 
didn't have thirty years of unslaked, unbridled magnificent lust built up inside. We 
didn't cause avalanches, set off seismographs, make dogs howl, send the police 
seeking the source of our demon-like passionate fornication. So maybe the greater 
level of shock and criticism non-verbal though it was, had merit. I was enrapt, she 
was perfect, her beauty had coalesced like a crystal in full bloom. The mild weather 
had agreed with her and her simple ways and gentle living kept her strong 
aristocratic genes from the ravages of alcoholism that aged prematurely many Russian 
royals. Her skin was fair, her eyes were bright her diet was lean and her 
adventurous spirit had roamed in a whole new industry. The industry of film. She 
worked crews, dressed as a man until she learned the temperament of the many 
directors. And then, when she saw what she could do and couldn't do she began to 
play and Irish director by the name of John. I'll not go into the minutiae, but I'll 
tell you this, the intrigues of her court were like palimpsest marks compared to the 
brash dramatic strokes of Hollywood and its machinations. 


One time she sent policemen to 15 different actors and actresses, with a writ that 
claimed that if they did not get on the bus provided at two in the morning to go to 
Arizona, that they would be held in breach of contract and considered flight risks 
in a trial that would start the following week. All complied and he later admitted 
that he'd done it so they would look hard-bitten on camera. It worked, but boy did 
they get even. They watered down ALL his Jameson's AND bought up every bottle of 
Irish Whiskey in a 70 mile radius. He made sour faces at ‘his’ vodka for the next 
ten days but for Alexandra it was the sweetest victory ever. She hated Irish 
Whiskey. 


So she had a ground base of finance and Hollywood money. We could disappear anytime 
and often did. Up to Montana, nearly a tundra, never to Alaska, too many 
infiltrators there. We sought the wild wastes, where we wouldn't alarm the 
citizenry. Tundra, crevasses, howling wolves, the pleasures of home. We both wished 
we hadn't left, but only because those were happier times. We had wealth here, but 
it wasn't limitless. However the post-war film and record industry was beginning to 
boom. So we made up two characters, one a guitar player and mine a female 


nightingale named Mary Ford. We married in character. Now she was a bigamist as well 
as an adulteress. However our greatest sin was manipulating an industry. We invented 
competition, between two electric guitar manufacturers. One, her model of guitar, 
the Les Paul, and mine, the Telecaster. We played the simplest political party 
factionalism. Gibson, the Democrats and Fender, the Republicans. The money was 
flowing easy, both parties had profited during the war. We won either way as long as 
people were buying electric guitars. This meant we could leave Hollywood to the real 
moguls, and have the satisfaction of selling durable goods to connoisseurs. 


Section IV - Rock and Roll 


1,2,3 o'clock 4 o'clock rock 

5,6,7 o'clock 8 o'clock rock 

9,10,11, o clock 12 o'clock rock 

We rocked around the clock. 

I played the horn, she played her Gibson, the kids went crazy. Her kids. They knew 
what a philanderer their dad was, and a band sounded fun. They didn't want to have 
taken those piano lessons for nothin’. We played in the movies, we played on the 
radio, we made concert venues jump and jive. Her spit curl, my horn licks, we made 
the audience come alive. The Romanov family. With me on sax and Nicholas as Alan 
Freed was spinnin’ the wax. It was a long way from the country farmhouse where I was 
born to the clubs in New York, Boston, Kansas City and the City of Angels. I was 
told that no one could stand that noise, but our record sales told otherwise as did 
the profits of our electric guitar companies. But the most important thing was that 
royalty from throughout the world like Elvis aka Queen Elizabeth was hepped to our 
cool jive. And so, the Romanovs made their fortune again. We started in Communist 
Russia, putting our guys in. It wasn't easy, but it was worth every penny, Lenin and 
Stalin's thugs had to flee to East Germany. We could have gone back by 1965, but by 
then thanks to James Randi we were fighting to stay alive. He shut Rock-n-Roll down 
with surf rock, the British Invasion and the Sunset Strip. But i'll get to that 
later. right now, we're going to take a trip. 


In London, we found our most rabid fans, Teddy Boys, Rockers, gals in poodle skirts, 
they loved the Americans, some were their dads, and we filled the Albert Hall and 
watched them dance like mad. Allie and my lusty reunion was like a prevue to the 
gyrations they made and if we'd know what the Sixties would bring we would have been 
amazed. So gather round children, wherever you roam. We admit that the waters around 
us grew deep, and we smiled as the audience made that cognitive leap, from sex to 
drug-induced Frenzy as Rock kept the beat 


Section V - The Battle Lysergic. 


If you had a dream where you could fly and you watched the Earth say bye-bye. Then 
you'd know that you can get lost in your lover's eye and the sorrow you felt when 
she blinked her eye. To smile, perhaps to fry, watching normal things turn shades of 
grey as the day faded away, then tell me young space pilot how would you cry, if the 
grey sunlight you saw was reflected in your lover's eye and if you can answer that, 
then you know it's no lie to wonder what you think of when you think of apple pie. I 
think of crust in which an apple weeps, and the hints of cinnamon, that waft upwards 
from its tears. So tell me you heroes how you would grieve, if your apple was dying 


and it's cinnamon had to leave. I'll tell you merely this, though it may make you 
wail... our lysergic hordes danced til’ they fell exhausted in bed. Just like you 
will after this commercial break. 


Jimmy Mack, Jimmy, why don't you hurry back when are you comin’ back. 


There. You're sold. Motown was out of control and even though I was old I knew that 
soul had one-upped not just copied rock-n-roll. Berry Gordy and his troupe was 
nuthin’ but Solid Gold. 


So there you go. Look at that caveman go. He sure is hip baybee! Right daddy right. 


Now that wasn't all I was doing but man was it fun. Mary Ford was like two vodka 
tonics then she'd pass out for the night. Whereas my acid rock band would stay up 
frying til' first light, you know them well... you've heard them a ton, are you 
ready? James Gurley, and his chanteuse, a redhead named Janis. She was a distant 
cousin of Elizabeth. The queen not the star. She was more closely related to the 
violet-eyed movie star. So listen dear people. And know the fuzztones I slayed. 
Monterey, not Moscow is where *I* made the grade. 


The End 


Janis Joplin 
Vs. 
Death 


Standard disclaimer applies. This is fiction, not real, with public figures. If you 
seek truth about these people look elsewhere, any resemblance to real-life troths is 
coincidental except for the truth that this is fiction. 


"My dear, how would you like to play a game of cards?" "Poker" she said. "All *I* 
have is these tarot cards." said Vincent, "But I can pare them down to a standard 
deck." "Shut up and deal" said Janis. "What shall be the stakes?" said Vincent. "Man 
I'm flat broke, I got like thirteen dollars in change." "I have higher stakes in 
mind." "Like what?!" "I want your soul." "I don't believe in that crap" said Janis. 
"Then you'd say it's worth a round of drinks?" "Bottle of Jack Daniels!" said Janis. 
"Fair enough," said Vincent, "But let's make this more interesting, your thirteen 
dollars in change, against my thirteen dollar bills. First to win three hands gets 
your soul and a bottle of Jack Daniels. It's a slightly immature whiskey but it 
mixes well with soda." "Shut up and deal!" said Janis. 


Four hands later, Price said. "you can have your thirteen dollars back and if you 
use it to buy me a club soda and pour me two shots, you can have the rest." "I like 
this game!" said Janis, "I'll sleep tonight." "Pleasant dreams my dear lady, I'll 
see you again sooon!”" 


So Janis went home, and fell in a dep slumber and in her dreams she saw a library. 
She wasn't interested in the books, the soul sconce or the architecture, she was 
into the pharmacopeia and the things she saw therein, the opium, the hemp, the yage, 


the mezcal buttons, the datura, and the lotus flower, she recognized some other 
stuff, but could care less and then she realized, she'd been there a long time. A 
VERY long time. She was experienced enough in dreams to know that many hours passing 
was a bad thing. And she looked around and there floating was the head of Vincent 
Price. "You shouldn't mix depressants and opiates with alcohol." Janis response was 
far from polite and it included a few feats that were physically impossible. Vincent 
smiled. "My dear, if I could do that I wouldn't have to act." then he laughed, "Oh, 
they found you in time, see you soon" and he laughed. And she awoke with Pigpen 
compressing her chest. 


"Bastard! Get off me!" "You were dead!" "Next time don't bother, feels like an 
elephant sat on me" Pigpen aka Ron Mckernan sed, "Fine, where's the bottle." Janis 
smiled, "Dusted it." "Brat!" sed Ron. 


Janis was a little worried. While she didn't believe in souls, she did believe in 
death and no way did she want to spend the rest of her life in that creep's library 
drinking Peychaud or whatever creeps like that drink. So she decided to go visit her 
friend, Grace Slick. Grace had a pretty good handle on the spiritual world. She had 
a stack of tarot cards as tall as Janis, plus a lot of creepy old books. Janis liked 
Grace though. She didn't shove all that stuff in her face and was fun at parties. 
"You WHAT?!?" "Lost my soul in a poker game to Vincent Price." Grace's face sagged, 
"That isn't good." "Yeh whutever Grace" "Just how do I keep out of his library if I 
die?" "That's the thing, Janis, The soul is the seat of your consciousness, if he 
has your soul, he can put your consciousness wherever he likes." Janis cursed, then 
cursed some more. "Look,'' said Grace, "In all the old stories regarding 
soul-trappers, they have a weak spot, something that they can't do without. If he 
has something like that and we can attain it, then we might be able to negotiate." 


"It's probably a book," said Janis, "He obviously has a thing about them." "You 
could be right." "I know someone who knew Vincent quite well back in the 5@s. 
Perhaps he could help. His name is James Randi, he's a magician." "I know that old 


creep. He's nearly as creepy as the first creep. Have you actually met him?" "No. 
"Then you'll be surprised, he's a pretty nice old guy, owns a painted lady here by 
the bay and treats her like a lady." "OK," said Janis, "Let's see the man!" 


"Grace and Ms. Joplin, welcome to the Randi Estate. Would you like some brunch?" 
Only if you're having some," said Grace. "I think I'll wait til’ luncheon," said 
Randi. "I like liquid luncheons!" said Janis. "I save mine for supper," said Randi. 
"I'm usually out by supper." "I don't like to push my liver too hard." said Randi. 
"James, could you tell Janis what you told me on the phone?" "Well simply put, 
Vincent has a diamond as big as my thumbnail that he says speaks to him." "I knew he 
was nuts," said Janis. "That's not the worst of it" said James "The diamond is from 
an old Roman horde and there are legends of the same diamond speaking to Nero." "I 
knew he was a nut" Janis laughed. "Some people's spiritual delusions are deeply 
tapped into their subconscious knowledge they've absorbed, psychological cues 
they've developed, 5-sense knowledge that can sometimes be brought to the fore with 
hypnosis, They use the ‘spiritual’ (here you could hear a sneer in Randi's voice) 
item the same way a hypnotist uses a watch, to distract the conscious attention from 
the mind's constant dialogue. That chattering that fills the awareness of the 
subject of hypnosis. As hypnotists we try and reach below the mind of the subject to 


the place the mind is created, that morass beneath the conscious mind." "Jesus, you 
talk a lot." Janis chuckled. "Be nice, Janis!" said Grace, "He's trying to help us." 
"And help you I shall," said Randi, “Even though I don't believe in the soul trade I 
know your subconscious does so what we're going to do is fake your death and have 
you come back as another character," "That will be easy," said Janis, "I'm really 
Elizabeth Taylor." Finis. 


Liz gets her soul back. 
Part I 


Again, this fiction, a falsehood for entertainment. It uses public figures whose 
actions are made-up by the author to relay a fictional tale. 


Now I know, you are kind of thinking, this is about Randi and Vincent and their 
animosity for each other. It kind of is. However remember this is 1970, the year 
Erik was born, so this tells of Vincent's power at this point in time. He could walk 
in dreams, He was spiritually attuned to quantum entanglement as the future has 
indicated and I predicted as early as the 2@s. Now by quantum entanglement, what I 
mean is you can put a diamond in a box that's been sheared from another diamond and 
take the other diamond outside and into the sunlight, and you can detect photons of 
light in the diamond in the box. This has been proven in a lab in your time. Do you 
understand what this means? It means that while your love is in the light of day the 
light that shines on him or her can be shining on you. Or.... when he or she is in 
the grave the light on you shines for them there. That's a nice feeling. A little 
morbid perhaps... but then this is a tragedy. Now, let's get back to the story. 

"So which one does it most look like," said Liz. She had laid 7@ thumb-sized 
diamonds on the table, all glistened gently in the light of Randi's dining hall. 
"I'm not certain of the cut, and he would be, but it looks very similar to these," 
and he pulled out several. They all had a Marquise shape to them, with slightly 
different facet widths. "As clear as this one." and he pulled out a smaller one. 
"With the reflectivity of this one" and he indicated one of the Marquise shaped 
diamonds. "And it kind 'felt' like this one and he indicated the violet diamond on 
Liz's bracelet. A merchandising fascination that you carry in your hypnotic state. 
"I thought you didn't believe in that crap." "I believe in hypnotic states, much of 
the rest follows, although, It makes a great act." And Randi flashed a self-amused 
grin that very few people ever saw. Imagine the grin of Chuck Connors winning a hand 
of cards in "The Rifleman" and you've got it. His face looked gentle in it's delight 
instead of pinched, tired or stressed. 


The silence. It stood quiet in the library. It was Price's turn to let loose with a 
few swear words. Yes he said it. 'O fiddley diddley' and he knew that Janis wasn't 
really dead. And he wondered who she was. She wasn't a Romanov. She wasn't a 
windsor. She wasn't a Grimaldi. They were well accounted for. The likelihood he 
figured was Kirk Douglas or Red Skelton, but neither one of them had those vocal 
chops that Janis boasted. A dream sending was difficult for him with a target 
subsumed in another character. He might get lucky, but he'd probably need to wait 
til’ she appeared. He figured Houdini had something to do with it and in a way I 
did. I had trained Randi and prepared him for Price, because I knew an unbeliever 
like him would be the temptation of Price's life. Still, Price knew that I wasn't 


directly involved; he was just still a little twitchy about me because of our 
encounters the decade before. Now I was off in Europe with my pregnant bride. 
Adventuring in the byways and secret tunnels of Melies. She had actually just given 
birth. But this is about what's in Price's head. So here's what he decided to look 
for: ancient books for his spiritual library, because that was the most likely 
method that Janis would seek to bait him. So he advertised looking for works 
purported to be by Cagliostro or the Comte St. Germain and a few pedlars of 
esoterica produced some items that delighted his brain, but none of them seemed 
interested in his srroundings or him. So althought hat could be a dodge he figured 
that Janis waited in hiding. A magnificent obsession she was starting to become, but 
Since she wasn't Alice Cooper, she wasn't Van Morrison, she wasn't Lou Reed and she 
wasn't Iggy Stooge he was figuring she'd left the music industry. Wasn't Nolan 
Bushnell, wasn't Carl Sagan, it took him 3 years to get into the darkly protected 
dreams of Mick Taylor. He decided to take a vacation to Monaco and enjoy the finer 
board of fare than Los Angeles’ cultural hodgepodge. Princess Caroline approached 
him, daughter of Rainier and Grace Kelly, with her bohemian friends and their 
delightful al fresco picnic menus, got him out of his condo and away from his 
worldly goods. One night, late, he pulled out his diamond and happened to notice a 
facet was squared. He knew then and there. His greatest bauble had disappeared into 
the vast collection of Elizabeth Taylor. He knew Grace was Liz. After all he'd been 
invited to the wedding being the Queen of England and all. So he pulled out a 
picture of Janis and compared her cheekbones to those of Grace, and then he looked 
at the upper lids of her eyes and compared the volume of her nose with consideration 
of additional body fat. Not its position or set, but the mass that it carried and 
then he knew. Elizabeth Taylor. "Diamonds and Pearl. I've been schooled, by that 
brat of a girl." 


Mary Pickford opened her eyes. Her fever was broken, she was still weak as a kitten 
but out of the woods. She rolled over on her back and remembered the sixties, the 
wild parties, the offshore cruises, watching the water scintillate in like 50 
different colors and listening to the music pulsing with the waters. And she started 
drifting off remembering an old party, where everyone watched as Ethel Merman 
twirled around for what seemed hours in a star-spangled dress on the Fourth of July. 
Where Tracy, Hepburn, Bogie and Bacall had called up a rock band and were having a 
ball. HP Lovecraft was jammin', playin’ some spooky music. They played til’ the 
nighttime then we motored through the gloam. Each of us sobered finding our way ways 
home. Yet for the rest of the night, our minds they did roam. So dozed Mary Pickford 
back to her dream, feverish no more. The nighttime still passing she slept deeply, 
still dreaming. 


He awoke in a sweat. My diamond is gone, and "“Janis' will want her soul back. I'll 
have to find another redheaded rock star. I don't have to do this but the diamond is 
more than a spiritual emblem. The photonic messages in it have led me to the world's 
greatest treasures, whoever is at the other end is wise in archaeology and culture. 
I have found at least a dozen treasure troves throughout the world. To let one soul 
go could attain me many more. And so I await the call of a jewel thief and will 
release her soul for ‘that’ price. 


Price waited, and waited, and went home and waited some more. Eventually, the phone 
rang. Elizabeth had invited him to dinner. In Palm Springs, Lord Fletcher's, a 


hearty board of fare. A public place where he would have no chance of a toxic dish 
he could prepare. "I accept your invitation, however I must insist that you bring my 
diamond and not a substitution as part of the eventual deal. As a spiritual bargain, 
a fake on your part would negate the bargain, so play me not mon cheri, or the 
bargain won't be sealed. 


River & Rosie - The Return 

So up in Santa Cruz, they had some time to think. Mainly about why River wasn't a 
zombie anymore. An expert on celestial magic they found, she'd started as a 
christian but thought the Kabbalah down. What she had to say basically was that "The 
prayers that you said over where they died released their souls temporarily from 
thrall, while not from the long game where Price possesses them, but from the 
Simplistic spells woven by relative neophytes. The hypnotic state that River and 
Moonlight held each other in was released and now both are free of each other. So 
Rosie, don't lose your faith or devotion, for prayer is more powerful than any spell 
or potion." 


They thought of that long, and then had a drink. A fine hyacinth wine tinged a deep 
rosé pink. And they thought of how their lives had been brought to the brink. And 
then they bicycled out to the beach, and watched the sun setting, dropping in the 
ocean, their nightmare over, gentle living begun, and they truly appreciated what 
they had won. 


Moonlight becomes her. 

"Sheesh, I'm glad they're gone. Lemme get to a beauty parlor and get this ugly 
gone." She had the grey streaks in her mousy hair returned to its natural crimson, 
ungurned her face and washed off her over-applied makeup. She was a little mor 
muscled and carried pockets of adipose fat, but it was quite obviously Cassandra 
again with a beatific smile on her face. "I'm not eatin’ at Kentucky Fried Chicken 
for a year," she said, "In fact, I think I'll buy it and change it to KFC so that I 
won't be reminded of the last year of eatin’ extra crispy" She then went of 
whistling one of my favorite songs "When you find yourself in danger, when you're 
threatened by a stranger, when you think you're going to take a lickin’. There is 
someone waiting who will hurry up and rescue you just calllll for Super Chicken, 
calllll for Super Chicken! Ba-Kawww!”" 


Well if you're afraid you'll have to overlook it. 

So Vincent relaxed, Randi was soothed, he (Vincent) had no plans to make his 
grandson God. Randi just thought that, what Vincent was really doing was introducing 
a young historian to the deeper parts of history. Randi knew all the most boring 
stuff. He'd even read Nichomachean Ethics three times on one drunk. "I expect he'll 
lay down some Schopenhauer to try and be interesting and follow that up with some 
Nietzsche and Hegel and Kant, then to keep his brain from dying a buncha books by 
Durant, but then I'll insist on some Ginsberg and Burroughs and some fun stuff from 
the sixties." Now Vincent and Randi both were put right but they always left out the 
important equation of sex, drugs, and rock'n'roll. I knew that books weren't much 
fun to curl up with on a Saturday night. So I prepared Erik for an adventure that 
would end up with him holding a magic guitar. A magic guitar? What do you mean? 
Well, therein lies the second part of this book with some interstices from the first 
book like the nightie story, Janis’ soul and the best part "Drew in Facepalm.' 


DVM 

I hadda honker honker boinin' love for fine cuisine.... but sometimes I needed a 
little bit of grease. The first thing you think isn't necessarily the truth, but you 
wait and see and you will find the truth. 

So I drove and I fwipped and I dkidded fine. The ‘drunk’ who pulled me out was Harry 
Houdini. This was while he was acting like William Forsythe, not Demarest, not 
Wagner. But Forsythe in off-duty times. 


EBO 

When I rode, the sorrow was full. JFK died, but the Beat lived on. Rock it was 
called from Coconut Grove, and the smiles of the smileys shown true thru my drive. 
"Volare' I said, as I rolled right along. High to the castle. Then low to the pits. 
It seemed like forever, but only took a little bit. The pack was devastated, despite 
Fedora's grudge. Their work for labor had made them brothers-in-arms, to admit the 
truth wouldn't do any harm, I was the Dean of the crew, but my past was marred. Tin 
stories, whole hog, I loved a platinum blonde but not the one whose hubby swung a 
log. She didn't like me, but I won her with song. And thanks to Billy Wilder, I 
smiled at her sweet sweet song. 


ECO 

Atlantis. Giusseppi.Horatio Your miles bear witness to your walka-walka skills. I 
found a coin. About two knuckles small. It had a roman empire. And I could hide it 
playing pinball 


MOT 

I smiled at the ride, I saw him ride. 'I can not write mine' saith the author of 
this one, the slices of desert and Pomona and far through the streets of LA. This 
one's of The Cat as he proved worthy of his name. When he arrived at the castle, he 
was shown no respect, despite the promise of pay that had lured him that way. It's 
impossible to explain the work that he did, but it took 15 years of dedicated labor. 
He was denied payment so felt himself a slave. His cry of anguished grief changed 
all of our days. 

With nothing to his name but a way to pay, he rode hard on the Hollywood mind, and 
he owned the whole place by the time he reached Hollywood and Vine. All I will say 
about him is he's a talented boy who loves his mamas. 


OLE 

There was a large wind, I rode and I roade then. I got off the motorcycle, asked for 
Houdini's coffee. I was at a Denny's all the redheaded waitress gave me was a cup 
filled with cream. I drank the whole cup, and walked out into an Italian Dream. 
Then, I got the bill. Paid Double and said "Who do I think I am." And the waitress 
Said... "I don't think you have a brain, that tip was bunk, next you'll be telling 
me, you're Steve Mcqueen." I waffed and "Hey, I ain't Muhammed Ali. I'm just quick 
on McGraw." 


POV 
There was a giant wind, I followed it, 


The train went along the line. 

I had three overalls, and the bib that was mine, 

as I rolled into Alameda, I knew there would be wine, 
But I didn't want any. None was divine. 


I had me a horse, a loaner, not mine. And so I rode up slowly to Hollywood and Vine. 
Singin' 

"I ain't got the DO-RE-MI. So quaff down your beautiful bottles. Cuz..." 

So there. A couple of Native Americans smiling with all faith. (Pickford & Fairbanks 
in disguise) 

And I handed them the overalls and said, 

"So long... I'm so glad to know ya.... 

So long... I'm so glad to know ya... 

Soo long, I"m so glad to know ya.... 

but this outlandish dustbowl is eatin' my home... 

And I gotsta be driftin' along.... 


and then... the horse plopped... 

and I thought of all the fertilizer that was sold instead of used... 
and The LORD lit up my soul 

like a railroad crossing. 


SLY 

There wasn't a word on the page. Only an olde man of the vaudeville age. The beating 
that was given was never the rage. For thus ‘died’ Ted Healy, who invented The Three 
Stooges. No NYUK NYUK NYUKs nor doinks were heard, just the brutal beating of a man 
with too big a bartab. 


This is the beginning of an old sweet song, 
Big Bad Bill is Sweet William Now 

his black and blue eyes will close somehow... 
The joyful games... 

his steady flames. 

Were alll arranged to be gone, 

Big Bad Bill is Sweet William now, 

his battered brow won't ever heal now-ow 

If ever you should see my name, 

remember, Healy also played this game.

The "There's gunna be a Rumble" Battle Royal.
(Part of the ongoing "Hollywood Map to the Stars" trilogy.)
2/15/22

I: The Prank

OK. I am not a member of 'Fight Club'. One exists. It has for many, many, years. Since at least 570 ad.

It was founded by the person known as King Arthur today. You may 'Huzzah'.

This starts as a prank. A rather good one. I came up with it.

That prank involved Buddy Hackett, most of the Tonight Show, Peter O'Toole, Steven Wright, Faye Dunaway, and Don Rickles. Also, last and least, Rodney Dangerfield. It was designed by the author of the work you are reading. Although some of the tech was in existence, such as satellite dishes.

I telepathically communicated the elements of this prank to Johnny Carson, one night on the show when he was hosting Rodney Dangerfield in 1981.

Buddy Hackett had been itching for years to guest host 'The Tonight Show'. In 1980 he even wanted to armwrestle Johnny Carson for a guest host spot.

Johnny one night called Buddy and said, "Would you like to guest host tomorrow?" Buddy flew all the way from Atlantic City for the chance. At 4 pm he arrived at The Burbank Studios, the home of 'The Tonight Show'. Ed McMahon with a golf hat and a small bag of clubs greeted him, encouraged him, and said "You'll do a great job, check the stage desk drawer on the left for some hooch."

Buddy went upstairs, had a shot of Jack Daniels, and toasted "To Frank!"

Dah dah dahh dahhhh dahh…
So Buddy steps out of the curtains and flips the audience 'the bird'. Things devolve from there. Dangerfield is out in the audience, and he hollers "Where the fuck's Johnny?!" Buddy yells, "GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!" Rodney leaves.

Buddy is a crowd-pleaser though. So he hollers "Fuck the monologue, I wanna get Faye Dunaway out here, She's NUTS!" The crowd roars. The phone rings, Buddy yells "That's Peter O'Toole on the phone. Fucker is sick… SICK DRUNK!" He strides over into Hollywood history.

"Hey Pete. Yah went to the fucking Clown Room. Serves yah right." and he hangs up.

Let's get that weirdo out here.

Steven Wright does a priceless 10 minute stand-up routine. Some of his greatest: his psychotherapist, his existential concerns, his relationship with God, and of course this one… "A beautiful woman moved in next door. So I went over and returned a cup of sugar. "You didn't borrow this." "I will."

Steve's sittin' there. Buddy sez, "I don't even wanna talk to you" and yells… "Bring fucking Rickles out!"
'The Matador' starts playing. Don parades out in his inimitable style. Unlike usual at this point in his career, he's elected to do some standup and starts insulting the crowd like at his Vegas gig. He calls one a jagoff, he calls another a butthead, he slings and burns about 15 people based on them, their wives, or any family members they might have. Then he turns to Hackett, and says to Doc Severinsen "Where the fuck's Johnny and who let the Gargoyle in?" Buddy jumps outta his chair and he and Don circle each other like pitbulls getting ready to throw. Then all bonhomie, he indicates the guest chair, puts his arm around Don's shoulder, and says "I love yah Don, welcome to the show."

Don sits down, they start to talk about some old friends, Don tells a story about being locked out of his house in his underwear and getting the cops called on him by the new neighbors. Buddy sez, "You want some hooch?" pulls a fifth of Jameson Irish Whiskey out, Lifts it, and says "Fuck you, Johnny!" downs about 1/3 of it. hands it to Don, who follows suit, and Don passes it to Steven who says "Really?" Buddy yells, "Faye Dunaway's NUTS! You'll want it." Steven's no fool, he douses the rest of the bottle.

Break time. Coffee is served and they first see HER. A figure swaddled in black diaphanous fabric. She looked like a Nazgûl, a ghost, dark, a face but not visible, like drifting mystic robes. REALLY scary. She's in the wings. She's Faye Dunaway's +1.

Her name is Jacqueline Malouf. She was and often is a friend of John Wayne's. Nobody knew that until after the Northridge Quake-signaled Battle Royal.

So the commercial ends. Faye Dunaway walks out, kind of hounded looking, like someone's behind her, like Lorre at the end of 'M'. The shrouded figure can ALMOST be seen right behind the curtain as she steps out.

She stands dead center on stage, and says "YOU ALL ARE DOOMED!"

Then she walks over to the chair and sits down. Don drinks his coffee while rattling the saucer.

She sits, looks off to her right and waves furtively.

Buddy is chewing on a pencil like a bone. Steven is perched on the edge of his chair.

She sits between Steven and Don even though she could take the chair by the desk.

Buddy recovers. "Faye, How are you?" said warmly.

Faye looks at Buddy and says. "You're an asshole, where the fuck's Johnny?"

Buddy yells, "Get the fuck outta here!"

She exits, but not before the camera catches a glimpse of HER!

Buddy really didn't wanna screw around with a sketch, knowing he'd be drunk. He recovers quickly, says, "The question of the night seems to be Where The Fuck's Johnny." I've prepared a series of diagrams to indicate. And he walks over to a modified Art Fern (Johnny's crooked huckster) stand with an easel with big placards of which the exposed one says "Where the Fuck's Johnny!"

Buddy gets behind the counter. Leans his hands on the counter. Cleans off the prints with his tie. Then, pulls down the card to reveal a picture of Johnny with several dark haired hairy short muscular Serbian dudes massaging him. The caption which Buddy reads, says "Cheating on the wife."

Then, he pulls down the next card. Same picture. "Still cheating on the wife."

Next card. A picture of Ed McMahon in boxers with a case of Budweiser half dusted on a crapass endtable, half-crocked in his chair. "Getting Pizza." As with all photos the faces are obviously cropped in.

Then Buddy blows kisses at the crowd, says "Have a great night everyone! I just did. Get me the flock outta here!"

An SR-71 pilot is waiting for him at Burbank Airport.

On his way down the stairs to his Tonight Show limo, he took a puff of cannabis, he had suffered migraines in the past and had a savvy lawyer. It was legal for him to smoke then as long as it was not imported. About then the next flight down the stairs an usher said, "Buddy, Johnny is on the phone for you." That usher was Sean Connery in disguise.

"Buddy! I heard yah did a great job, catch the ferry (what the Tonight Show staff called the SR-71) back to Atlantic City and we'll discuss your complimentary video of tonight's show tomorrow. Can I call you at Los Amigos during happy hour?" Los Amigos was Buddy's favorite Mexican food place and watering hole. He was a regular.

"Johnny, sounds terrific, I'll be there about 5:30. 8:30 your time."

So Buddy went back to Caesar's, did his 11:20 set, and caught the last bit of his show on his suite's television set.

Next day he sleeps late, at 10a he runs some errands, at noon he has brunch, at 3 he lays back in his easy chair and takes a disco nap that he calls 20 winks. Then he grooms himself a bit, and catches a cab to Los Amigos.

"Did you guys see me host The Tonight Show last night?" "Whaddayah mean?" said the bartender, "It was Johnny with Bob Hope, seven trucker ladies, and some comedian. Hold on, lemme answer the phone." He talks on the phone, "It's for you."

"Buddy, it's Johnny! Sorry we tricked you. Armwrestling my ass!"
"Johnny, you're a dick!"
Unbeknownst to Buddy, Johnny was workin' the bar in disguise. It was Ed McMahon on the phone perfectly imitating Johnny's voice.
Just then, the real Johnny, who had been fiddling with the satellite settings after a game said, "Buddy! You're on TV." It was at the point of the taped show where he and Rickles were talking.

Buddy's jaw kinda sagged, then he barked into the phone, "You better fuckin' 'splain this asshole!"

Ed/Johnny said, "That's the feed of the tape on an old weather station out of Chicago. We can show that anywhere with a satellite dish that you can change the settings on. Any time you want unless you pick up the tape. Do yah forgive me? You'll throw great parties."

Buddy thought for a minute or two. He squinted a bit as he did.
"OK. But you gotta come to one of my parties."

Ed/Johnny: "Said, can we consider this a handshake."
Buddy: "Choo got it!"
---

II: The Lay of the Land

There are three locations that were used for the Battle Royal I'm about to describe. Two were merely where the reinforcements began. Caesar's Palace, Las Vegas, La Bella Cafe - San Diego, and Northridge near Chili's on Reseda. The other locations were merely and I know some of you snicker here, the paths on their journey to Chili's. Harold and Kumar weren't there.

The date was January 17, 1994, it started at 4:30:55a and ended at 3:33p. There was a major aftershock 1 minute after the initial quake at 4:30:55a. as well as the aftershock that ended the 'Battle of Northridge'.

There were two factions. The Greasers and The Blondes. Both fought admirably. The Greasers didn't have a name until they got about halfway up the 101 from Ventura. We'll talk about that later. The Blondes started calling themselves 'The Blondes' within minutes of the first quake. The temporary name of The Greasers (what the Blondes called them) was Those Assholes, You Assholes, and several other expletives that are the rough but quite a bit more colorful equivalents of 'Those Assholes'.

The 101 corridor will often be referred to, it was 'The Road' and the road taken was the 101 Freeway from Ventura to Reseda Blvd.

The Ship... that was later named the "Make Me A Sandwich, Bitch!" was and still is (with major repairs and I mean MAJOR) the Tole Mour from the Channel Islands that that day was on a fishing trip just off San Diego. It was fitted with a giant fiberglass muskie whose tail would wag back and forth and propel the Tole Mour at about 45 mph. One of the superintendants of The Catalina Island Marine Institute would regularly take it to good fishing spots days that it was not in use. It was solar-powered. This WASN'T approved of by the Catalina Island Marine Institute and they would be scandalized by some of the parties he threw. He has since retired. You know him as Arnold Schwarzzenegger, they had a different name for him, two different names actually, he got fired once when he left some kegs on the forecastle deck.

I'll get to the players in a minute. Here's what the first wave (pre-reinforcements) were up to.

Most of the Greasers initial force were going about their day's work in Los Angeles county, with about 150 in Northridge. The Blondes initial force were largely doing the same with about 130 in Northridge, 20 in Santa Clarita, and the others mainly scattered along the 101 corridor. Those numbered about 50 apiece, they in both cases were referred to as 'The Recruits' although some were seasoned Fight Club veterans.

Both sides also had 200 reinforcements: The Greasers from San Diego, The Blondes from Las Vegas.

The Players were as follows…

The Cap'n's: Ed O'Neill & Debi Diamond
The Seconds: Arnold Schwarzzenegger, The Little Drummer Girl
The Standardbearers: Tom Cruise & Trevor Donovan
The Thieves: Jacqueline Malouf & Jeff Bridges.
The Spies: Steve McQueen & The Feral Kid
The Champions: Arnold Schwarzzenegger, The Little Drummer Girl, The Rock, Hulk Hogan,
The Bitch played by Ann Margret, Mr. McFuckyou played by Don Rickles,
Dom Deluise as Him.
And Featuring… Buddy Hackett as Mr. McGuffin

Those who have read this or were there probably know that after Arnold Schwarzzenegger lost his first bout, he was replaced as a second by 'The Wench'.

All the following events are a matter of non-public record and were approved from The Oval Office, to the Chili's security guard and every point of law enforcement in-between. There are fictional elements. Generally inconvenient would it be to have the real names, locations, or places stated in this work due to reputation, sales, or roughly although not always nationally, national security.

If you disagree with the elements of this narrative and are 'a member' just tell your sensei that I the author 'am full of shit', or that 'it was poppycock'. If you aren't a member, yell the same things outside most gyms with boxing or dojos that train martial arts in the U.S., then leave and you may be invited to spar or be provided with training instructions so that you can spar regarding your claim. This is a work of fiction, the same as if I put fictional elements like "Lee Harvey Oswald's mistress" into a narrative that was indicated as fiction about the JFK Assassination. It's enough to tell the tale, but the elements I add are far from whoppers.

I am a coordinator and will be for about 10 years. That means I designed the above elements in some cases in conjunction with my co-coordinators and Assistant Coordinator who some of you know as The Feral Kid. She had no knowledge of her coordination activities at the time of the quakes. She will be the next coordinator sometime during the first half of 2032. She is aware of this. Now, so are you.

---
III: The Quakes

Part 1: Pre-quakes.

"Fuck doing inventory this early" said The Wench. She was at that time apparently a high-school dropout in her 20s who worked under the table a lot. Currently she was working for a guy who looked like Al fucking Bundy. It WAS Ed O'Neill although he had another name. Later he revealed as Ed O'Neill.

"Maybe something better will come up." said Ed.

"You're a sleazebag. Still, you pay well and let me drunk on the job."

"I have no shame. I'd never push you into anything, or threaten your job. Still, it gives you an excuse to show me up to my staff as a bad example and that makes me laugh."

"How's your yoga coming along."

"I will not, no matter how many times you beg or grovel; stick my head up my ass." said Ed.

Meanwhile, far away in Northridge. A team of lawyers led by Ann Margret were getting their hair done before a dayjaunt to Las Vegas. They were gunna investigate a couple of client's contacts that had reports of improper workplace behaviors. If The Wench had known about their work, she'd have been owning Ed's pizza parlor. However, as Kitten Natividad she had plenty of loot.



Part 2: Hufftenharftencraffincorffintussemtossemdamandamnacosaghwubblewubblehashtoufeswchbechoscashlcarcarcarasshhhhhhhhhhhhh

"MAKE SURE EVERYONE IS OUTTA THE HAIR SALON! NOW!" screamed Ann Margaret. She and many of the blondes had been knocked to the ground by the violence of the quake. "I'm running over to get some McDonald's. It's gunna be a lonnnnnnnng day"

Then…
ARRRASHAAABANKABANKABANKAFURROAOR - KABLANKA!

They had their sea legs by then. None fell. "THAT WAS AN AFTERSHOCK" the lawyer known as The Little Drummer Girl yelled. "WE'RE STILL GOING!" hollered Ann. "Monica! Amy! Get in my car, it's unlocked. Now!" A gal who looks like a drill sergeant, and a gal who looks like Carly Simon with big gardening hands both pile into the car. Ann hops into the driver seat. It's a red BMW E28 M5. "We're going through the parking lot. Fucking pussies won't move for 10 minutes." She hauls ASS through the parking lot and blips across Nordhoff to McDonalds. The staff has opened the doors half an hour early because they had to leave the building and keep the doors open because of the quake, Mr. McFuckYou said "Awright quakes over, get back to prep." They were filing in as Ann hauled ass into the parking lot and pulled into the spot next to the handicapped space.

She jumped out of the car just as Mr. McFuckYou was finishing his smoke in the top trapezoid across from the handicapped spots. "I'm a lawyer and I'm Ann Margret. Will you please make some Big Macs for my legal team. I'll give you $200 for 20. No Fries." "Fuck you lady. We're probably going home. I'm just getting the prep done for lunch." "That's against policy anyway, yer already fucked. Why don'tcha just take the $200." "Bitch! You can take your $200 and shove it up your Malibu fucking ass." Ann gaped a bit, her jaw kinda hung slackly. "In fact bitch, you can take that $200 and buy yourself a fucking Mexican facelift. Then you can earn it back really quick." Tears came to Ann's eyes. Don continued… "Yah crying cuz you didn't get paid for last night's blowjob?" That was it for Ann. The tears went straight to rage eyes.

She threw a swinging back kick, knocking Mr. McFuckYou about a yard and a half over to the left. "Bitch! MAKE ME A SANDWICH!"

Don had spun about 45 degrees with the kick, and stumbled like a drunk headed for the toilet to vomit.

He stood up. Grinned with his malice grin, and said… "You made me drop my cigarette bitch. Why dont'cha pick it up, suck it, and I'll give yah a dollar."

Then, he took a kung-fu stance, and beckoned.

She ran at him. Bad move.

Don stepped to his right, and threw himself on top of her as she splayed out against the ground. He supported his weight with his left leg rather than smashing her by dragging it a bit to slow both their momentums. Then he sat on her back and sed "Giddyup Cowgirl."

That was the first fight of 11 grueling hours. Don won soundly.

Her Gakusei dropped their heads a bit to indicate that Mr. McFuckYou was far beyond their abilities. Ann had let her rage drive her, rather than challenge and engage. It was an even match, but Don had taunted her and well.

One of Don's employees had stepped out the door. Tapped Amy on the shoulder, and said, "Bitch, get that hasbeen the fuck outta our parking lot." Monica said, "Lemme handle that asshole." Amy stepped aside and said "Be my guest." The following is more of a sparring match. It was also to advance the plot of the days activities. The fight was real, the outcome was assured by a great margin in Monica's favor. She was sparring with a worm, a 1st year member. She'd been in for 5 years. However, that worm, was 6 inches taller than her, and a pro wrestler with a shaggy haircut and grunge goatee. It was 'The Rock.' He was sure he'd get promoted to 5th year, Fighter.

Monica smiled, said, "You must have the teeniest dick ever." The Rock cracked his knuckles and swung a gut punch. Monica stepped back, and while he was bent over, grabbed his shoulders and threw him to the ground. That would have been the end of the spar. However, this is the scripted part, he grabbed for her leg to pull it from under her. She stepped good and hard on his hand. It was clear that The Rock was going to have to do some Tai Chi. Then, Amy hollered as loud as she could. "IT'S FUCKING FIGHT CLUB BITCHES!"

Then, this schlubby blond guy comes up to Monica and says, "You are awesome. Will you be my sensei?" He'd seen the fight. "We'll see how you do today. I'm at O'Melveny, ask for Monica in Labor"

"I saw the other fight too. I think you two are awesome. These staff guys look pissed."


Part 3: Why The Wench was made second.

OK. Before we get started with the festivities, I want you all to know about The Wench and her job interview. It'll prove that that woman was no patsy, victim, or anything except a realllly funny woman who was extremely happy that her boss let her put him down all the time and gave her some realllly funny excuses to. She could've had her own restaurant easy, she just liked workin' bar, and talkin' smack.

The Wench: "Can I work under the table?"
Dah Boss: "Wanna work under my desk?"
The Wench "I'll brain you with a fucking bottle."
Dah Boss: "You're hired."

If this were a Married with Children episode, and I were doing the Don Pardo voiceover, here's where I'd say "Al thinks he's gunna be gettin' some… All he's gunna get is kicked in the balls."

Think Carla Tortelli lookin' like a porn star with some street fighting skills that'd leave Rocky reeling.


Part 4: The First Melee

Steve McQueen (the schlubby blond guy) really didn't want to fight the assholes comin' out the door. He knew he could beat them. He'd come a long way since Harry Houdini kicked his ass back in 1980. He probably would have beat Harry this day. Still, Harry had a lot of tricks up his sleeve, and was never a member of Fight Club although for 5 years he was a coordinator. He designed Pearl Harbor, December 7, 1941. There are a couple others the lay reader would recognize as well. I'll tell yah one later, in Sons of Houdini.

What Steve McQueen was really there for, was to see if he could pick up on Monica. Her face was a bit harsh, but her body was bangin'. He was a 10, he didn't need her as a sensei. She knew this as Milla Jovovich, but her character didn't. While she was kinda flattered, him being Steve McQueen and all. If she could tell her character, her character would wanna stomp him through the wall, for using the Teacher-Pupil relationship to get in the sack with her. It happens a lot in Fight Club, when a member is bringing in a new character. This wasn't that, this was Steve wantin' to fuck her.

Still, none of the guys visible (some were women) were over 7, and Amy was a 12. She could take 3 of them quickly, then save the 7 either to advance Monica, or for a nice finale. Monica might have a tussle with the 4. The 2 and the 3, she'd take out first. The three that Amy would take out were 4,5, & 6 respectively. Don was a good sensei, as they came out the door they lined up as described. The carriage of Amy and Monica showed them as at least 10 and 5 respectively and Amy's 4 had sparred with Monica before and REALLY disliked Joan Crawford aka Amy. He was Pee-Wee Herman, looking like Paul Reubens with red hair and a strawberry blonde mustache.

So as described in their analysis, all except Danny Trejo (a 7 as Danny's character, he couldn't advance against Amy although his primary character which will be discussed later in this portion was a 40, he and Joan Crawford in her primary fighter were matched sparring partners.) were out within seconds. Milla cleared them with foot sweeps and fist delivered coup de grâces. She was really fast back then. Then, the first wave of blond lawyers and their assistants pulled in in 7 more BMW E28 M5s. This wasn't a dojo. These weren't pupils. With 30 more combatants, Danny was whupped, he couldn't spend the 5 minutes it would take to insult Amy before he 'lost' so he skedaddled. This moment was scripted too. The Blondes had heard Amy's holler and knew they'd have to find a defensible location with plenty of booze, and a fair amount of food. Fuck if they wanted to go through a day of Fight Club hungry and sober. ^+20

Now essentially this was a display of Ann and Mr. McFuckYou's respective dojos. Steve was present and might have pitched in in any rout. He may at some times be referred to as Steve Mac, because later in the day's agenda, there's Steve Mar. Here. As in… Steve Mac was kickin' back, when a multicultural team of all hair colors as well as none pulled in with their BMW attack. They splayed out like a hand holding a deck of 5 cards or like a fan, or a palm frond's. And that was at this point, the main force of The Blondes. 37 people as well as 2 non-member canines. Now Danny had split, but Don was just hangin' out. His dojo had been tromped, although if a good pitched battle had arrived, he and Ann Margret might have pitched in. She was smoking a cigarette, and thinking of breakfast. Don said, "Lady, you're team was the best. Feel free to hang out while my team makes you breakfast and for all, for the sum total of $1."

Ann finally grinned. She wasn't cryin', but she was filled with those warm hearted tears when someone has done you a much needed solid. "Thank you Ann, you have schooled my team. It'll take 'em about 15-20 minutes in the meantime, who wants cokes?!" ^+23

Part 5: The 5 bombs of The Little Drummer Girl

Danny hauled ass. He made the Post Office in 4 minutes flat. He did a double double finger whistle, and 20 people appeared, 2 ran for their rides, the rest limbered their legs when they saw Danny winded. "McDonalds South, Now!" ^+25

Those postpeople had never moved so fast, they were up to Plummer Street 20 seconds later. At just before 5 am the traffic was sparse, but they had to split into 2 groups at Plummer. ^+25.3 2 LAPD squad cars pull up. 2 cops step out. 1 other cop is in the East Squad Car.  "There's a bomb threat! Get back from the Chevron. They called it in, they're already out!" ^+26.5 The Southern team of postpeople were on the east side of Reseda, so they moved back to Rite-Aid. Then, the Chevron exploded with 4 giant plumes of fire. ^28 A few of the cars across Reseda were so hot their gas tanks exploded. It was like a warm zephyr of heat along the side of Rite Aid, and like going into a room with a warm lit fireplace for the Postpeople across Plummer (say that 3x fast.) There wasn't much wind so the debris was ok. At 30 minutes after the quake exactly, the cops waved the postpeople forward, and they continued to run towards McDonalds. When does that ever happen? They ran in a group down Reseda, then the Jack in the Box blew up and the cops that had gathered started running towards Jack in the Box. ^33. The Jack in the Box wasn't a full demolition, it was the Reseda side dining room and mainly to attract the cops. The Little Drummer Girl was making sure that these postfolk weren't some kind of fuckups. The cops couldn't impede them, they wanted them outta there anyway. Had one of them confronted or challenged the cops, all heck might have broken loose. They kept loping down unimpeded after that. But they knew to expect an investigation of whereever they were last seen going towards. So they hollered towards the dojo, "COPS IN 10 MINUTES"

Part 6: What Mr. McFuckYou was up to.

So as soon as Mr. McFuckYou went in to the McDonalds, He signaled to Pee-Wee Herman to start making cokes, 20 of 'em. He picked up the phone. +25

At the other end, Ed O'Neill picked up the phone.
"Ed, (not the name used, but the name I'll be using in this work) you need to call Arnie, get about 200 naval personnel and he'll pick you up in launches at South Coronado at 5:30. Don't fuck this up."
"Fuck yeh Don! I'm on it. I'm bringin' Molly. She'll have a few too."
"Yeh, she always does."
The line went dead. +26


Part 7: To the "Bitch, Make Me A Sandwich!"

"Molly! We got Fight Club. Call your girls you got 5 minutes, they have to be at South Coronado at 5:30. So tell Him to arrange separate transport." 

"Awright Cap'n Ed. On Line 2."

"Arnie. get your bitch up to Coronado we're going to L.A. We'll need 5 launches. More even maybe."

"Molly, 3 minutes, grab your bottle."

"They'll be there. Him is already there."

"He was at the dojo, he'll be there as we launch."

They both grabbed their jackets and rushed out the door. +30

"We need to stop at South Bay Probation. I got three girls to pick up there."

"Oooooh. A foursome."

"Just think about where those golf clubs will be going."

Vrooom!


Part 8: McDonalds Mayhem.
"They cut my line. Danny will take 10 minutes. He'll have some Heavy Hitters. Act nice and make 'em their sannniches. They won't be eating them. I'll go handle them." +26

"Hey folks, whaddayah know folks, I'll have fries for yah toooo."

"Where yah headed?"

"Vegas, mebbe." said Ann.

"Wanna call ahead? They might be worried." +29

From the rooftop, a stentorian female voice, from a woman who looked like Diane Keaton in a M1951 Field Cap, with a satchel, khakis, with a fat blunt wrapped as a cigar. "It's a Trap! The lines are cut. Form up!" Don ran inside, threw the bolt and he and his team started lining up waste bins against the doors.

Then… behind the Drummer Girl… there was a turrible explosion as the gas station went up. "There'll be another explosion in 3 minutes" then she pulled a trigger in her right hand and the doors to the McDonald's blew open. "There are 40 of us, 5 that rank McFuckFace, they'll come out without a problem"

Behind 'Drums' Don cleared his throat. She whirled. Don had climbed up through a 50s roof access. "That's MISTER MCFUCKYOU to you," said Don. Drums took a stance and beckoned. Don, a 12 vs. Drums 11 said "If you want to advance, come gimme a kiss, but you'll have to catch me first" and he jumped down into a tree and scrambled down. Then he ran North on Reseda.

Drums yelled, "DON'T FOLLOW HIM HE'S TRYING TO SPLIT OUR FORCES"

"Amy you still want a new BMW? Park yours in front of the exit door. We're gunna have company." 
Another explosion went off behind Drums as she clambered down towards the parking lot door.
From up Reseda all combatants heard the words "COPS IN 10 MINUTES." ^35

Part 9: Don's run. ^34
Don ran to the North on Reseda, then the Jack in the Box blew up and he stopped, tipped his visor back, and said "Bitch is loco!" then he heard that the cops were coming. So he whistled with his thumb and finger at the corner of his mouth and hollered "CHOP STOP!" then he started loping towards Prairie. He stopped to breathe for a minute, and Steve Mac grabbed him by the shoulder. "You're a fucking asshole!" said Steve. Don grabbed for the hand on his shoulder, the hand was already gone. Steve was REALLY fast. Don spun around, grabbed for Steve's shirt and Steve bowled him over, then like a high school wrestler pinning, he dropped on top of Don with his arm over his collar bone and won the match. Steve advanced to 12, and as a pittance which we'll discuss soon, he grabbed Don's visor, and ran across Dearborn towards the NW. ^40

Part 10: What is a pittance?
From the days of King Arthur, a pittance has been the 'prize' of Fight Club matches. Usually it is agreed upon in advance. Sometimes when in formations or a busy combat zone it is forgone or booty is grabbed, something unagreed upon that remains below roughly a 2021 $30 US Dollar. Often far less. Sometimes even a candy bar or a shiny penny, or a shoelace, or in Arthur's Day, a lady's scarf.

There were no pittances in the melee above. It was an exhibition match between Dojos. The match between the senseis of those Dojos: Don - Kung Fu & Ann - Jiujitsu the pittance was whether Don's or Ann's team would defend. Ann's Team did, because the pittance was extended to the students to decide, a common practice in Fight Club. A coin flip is a 15th century extension of a match to decide team positions. It still exists in several sporting events.

Part 11: The Spy

Steve waddled down the street into the alley behind Chop Stop wearing Don's visor. Nobody saw him until he was walking from the Mexican place towards the Dentist. Then, Danny yelled. "That shit looks better on Don, you better run." Steve did. There were 21 of them, and he was never good at Blackjack. So Steve busted a move and broke in to the Dentist office. Where he realized, that he wouldn't be drinking this Fight Club, as he spied 2 nice tanks of Nitrous aka Laughing Gas.

A small squad of 'Those Assholes' followed him. Most were 9 or 10s. He dispatched them. 1 was a 12. Steve tackled him and sat on him. Match over, the 12 was 140 lbs. Steve was about 320. "Get the fuck outta here!" Steve yelled. They all ran back towards the main group. They knew that Steve would hole up somewhere and they'd deal with him later.

However, the 12 stayed behind and said "Are you committed to a team yet?" Steve said "I'm probably with 'The Blondes.'" and that was how The Blondes got their name. They were about 45% blondes at this point. "I know you're after the pussy, we got pussy, 2 way hotter at least. Wanna be our spy?" "Name them" said Steve. "Dominique Simone & Nicole Kidman" said Eric Roberts. "Deal" said Steve, "We win? I get a threesome with them." Eric said "Done, I work with them and they loved Steve McQueen, you don't even have to get lean."

Eric left. Steve picked the phone up and Amy picked up on the Teams line. A 1990s chunky cellphone. "Who's this." "The fat guy from the parking lot, I'm a 12, I want to set up a communications center." "Good I'm sick of luggin' this piece of junk." "Kings Burgers and Sushi, It'll be up in 20 minutes. Then drop off the Teams phone before noon" "It will be clearly marked Communications with a bell on the glass. They have to take the command center before they can even find out where we are, and they've already headed Hello?" ^49

Part 12: Danny and the Posters.

"They're in the McDonald's" Danny hollered. "I can see our guys trying to hotwire a car, they're gunna ram, stand back and get through that hole about 30 seconds later" The car started about 100 yards away. They sounded the horn. A fanfare. "Oh FUCK! That's Him's car!" "Keep your eyes peeled for a fat asshole with a mustache. Tell 'em it's fight club and we're with McFuckFace. It will be paid for." ^48

Part 13: Him.

Him was walking down the street from the Aspire Apartments at Cal State Northridge. He'd just heard from The Wench that Fight Club was on and that McFuckFace's McDonalds (say THAT 3x fast) was where the fight was instigated. Instigation of Fight Club activities is key and usually where the story begins. Him always liked to see them. He was a 20 at the beginning of this chapter. He'll be 50 by the time this story ends. He also retires before the story is over. I mean how do you beat that? As he passed the Japanese place, he heard his horn go off. Sounded his fanfare, and he was no longer his mild mannered secret identity but Him. His costume was at the cleaners, but his mask sure wasn't, and he pulled it on. ^48 He dressed like the dorks in 'Pulp Fiction" except with a sweatshirt and a red and black as he called it... "FatMask" with the word CHAOS emblazoned upon it.

Then he started wobbling towards his car while hollering, "Leave the FatMobile the FUCK alone!" Too late though, he heard a slam, ^49 and heard the words "Sorry, it's Fight Club." His anger faded, his face turned from ticked to resolute. He knew that it would be paid for. Then he saw Ann. "Ann!" he yelled, and he waved gleefully like a smitten schoolboy. He was a big fan. Ann flipped him The Bird from inside the McDonalds. ^51

Part 14: San Diego some more.

So speaking of secret identities, Steve Martin is also a Naval Commander. He had 174 crew available on an off day which today was likely to be. Clemente would be busy, San Diego would probably just be on-call for any larger quakes. They'd want the ships in too in case of tsunami activity. He asked them if they'd like to do some training. One of the guys that transferred from Hueneme asked if they could cuss on this training. Steve smiled, and said "Up Yours." Bruce Willis spoke loudly, "It's Fight Club, gentlepeople."

Over 150 people grabbed their caps and ran for the beach. ^50.

Steve made sure they heard as they left, "They're bringin' some ladies too. Be nice, most are higher ranks than you."

Part 15: The Feral Kid.

Molly: "No, I don't wanna see the strippers by the naval base after Fight Club."
Ed: "When you working"
Also Ed: "OWWWW!"

Molly: "Just haul ass in to the back parking lot. Fishtail and burn to call any stragglers."
Ed: "OK. I won't sue for you pinching the hell outta me."
Molly: "You're the worst lawyer ever."
Ed: "Hold on to the strap."
<Skids into the Brazilian Jiu Jitsu parking lot and burns the tires.>
Ed: "There's the Maulers, Annie and Rhonda ride with us. They aren't titans."
Molly <Looking in the passenger side mirror.>: "Did you ever see 'The Road Warrior?'"
Ed: "Only about 500 times."
Molly: "The Feral Kid's comin' up behind us."
Ed: "He's over 20."
Molly: "The actor that played him. But dressed as him."
Ed: "This is gunna be a good one."
The Feral Kid walked up. "I'll give a bottle of hooch for a ride to Fight Club."
Ed: "Cash or carry, Buddy."
Feral took off his backpack. It was purple. 1.75 liters. Crown Royal.
"There yah go. Can I smoke in the car? Fuck the seatbelts."
Ed: "Hold on. Left passenger's broke" (He indicated with his thumb) "and I want this lady on the outside passenger. Get the door for the ladies." 
2 gals built like Margaret Cho climbed into the back seat. Molly followed. "Gimme that bottle." And she hoisted it outta Feral's hands.
Ed: "Save some Molly."
Molly: <glug, glug, glug> "Too late."
Again Molly: "Kidding."
Ed: "Pass it to yah girls, I don't want 'em to have to carry you in."
Molly: "Nope! Yah tried that on me before. Then you threw it out the window. MINE!"
Again Molly: "I'll pay for gas." and she pitches a $20 up. 1hr 10.

Part 16: Ann's Call.

OK. In most skirmishes with reinforcements, 1 call is allowed. The reinforcements generally don't get another call until they get to a place to strike or sortie from. That isn't written in stone, but it's how it usually plays out. Here's Ann's. She picked up Amy's handheld cell just after they went into the McDonalds. She called Debi Diamond who lived in Santa Monica, but had been partying in Vegas since her Adult Video News Female Performer of the year award on January 8. She's also who Ann was going up to investigate rumors of intimidating women backstage at the event by event organizers.

"Debi. This is Ann. All hell is breaking loose here. We're at the McDonalds on Nordhoff and Reseda. Call me on Amy's for now."

Part 17: Debi's End
She's at a unnamed hotel pool. Her team except for the 19 guys and gals she's umm… entwined with consists of 180 film industry professionals including support team and legal. They're a mobile studio of sorts… often released under Caballero Home Video. Jason Bateman's idea, before he played Jason Bateman. They had a fleet of matching BMW E28 M5s there were over a hundred of them, so they'd sent a few to Ann's team to pay for occasional legal bills after Debi won the AVN award. Especially regarding piracy of her work.

7 cars sped from Deb's hotel to Caesar's Palace. They're leaving in 20 minutes from Caesars. 15 to the 210. A 4 hour 20 minute trip. On most days. We'll be checking back with them later.

Part 18: Ann calls Feral
"Sup Ann." He had Caller ID.
"Look, there are a bunch of assholes comin' up from South Coronado. Would you be my spy? Free legal for life."
"Plus a quarter-cask of Laphroaig"
"Since you only need to get your side-bets on Gibson's royalties usually, I'm good"
"Deal. Where?"
"The Brazilian Jiujitsu near you!"
"I'm there. Total expenses, mebbe a new costume, and 1 handle of Crown Royal." 
"Noted"

Part 19: Debi Calls Cesar at the Caesar.
Taking care of business is one of the things Debi does best. The next call she made was to Cesar Romero playing some guy named Billy Something. We'll refer to him as such. It's what she always called him.
 He was the best acquisitions for Caesar's Palace's liquor, and if it was available in America or you could wait a day, he'd get it for you.
"Ce-sarr… I need a fay-vorrr." "I'll do anything for Fight Club." "I need a quarter-cask of Laphroaig 16 y.o. delivered to Nordhoff Hall at CSU Northridge by noon.
"It's free, however you can favor a do me." (what he actually said) "I need a signed autograph photo that says "To Hef, Wuv, The Divine Miss Diamond."
"Scavenger Hunt?"
"Scavenger Hunt."
"Done!"

Part 20: Debi calls Drew.

"Drew. You have lawyers that dress as old ladies today?" "Bridge tourney, like clockwork, great chablis." "Plan on being at Chili's on Reseda at 5:00p with all 19 of them." "Did you feel that Qua"<click.>

Part 21: Debi calls 'Dah Principal'
"Dingleputh, I've missed you sir." "Ohh yoo know I haf so many warm feelings in my heart about yoo too." "Can you please find it in your heart to let 100 of your students and your ten burliest bus drivers go on a field trip where they pick them up at home." "Oh of course! It will gif dem much needet educamation this day. We'll say they are going to San Diego where they might be safer" 
The students and bus drivers were undercover law enforcement some as small as 4' some as tall as 5'10' with all weight ranges. All were at least 21.
"Rufus T. Dingleputh, remind you to give me your cheek to kiss." "I'll never forget."
Now, I have to spoil a bit, Dingleputh ended up a Greaser, but at this point he was just providing opportunity for many otherwise very bored officers. This stated here to avoid having to remind you of his students mid-action.

Part 22: Inside McDonalds
"Amy, toss me your phone." "Debi. This is Ann. All hell is breaking loose here. We're at the McDonalds on Nordhoff and Reseda. Call me on Amy's for now." "They're gunna ram, the fire door is reinforced. They'll come through the dining room" Honk Honk Honk Honk Honnnnnnk. Amy said. "Aww fuck, they're gunna waste the FatMobile." "Get back, get as many trays as you can, and Monica, check the back for more."

Monica ran. There were 20 she grabbed them, that made about 56 trays. "There's two per combatant" she said. Drums said, I'm going to round up some reinforcements with Steve Mac. Push the Grill out to Reseda with the booster seats if they break through. Debi will probably want us at Chili's, but there's a Pioneer Chicken or something across the way if she needs siege equipment.  

Part 23: What happened to South Bay Probation?
That's what Molly called the Brazilian Jiu Jitsu Dojo. You'll hear why later.

Part 24: More in McDonalds
Don stuck his head in. "The Blondes at McDonalds, you were born burger-flippers."

Monica spun popped a tray off of his apron. Don snapped his fingers. 

Here's where I need to tell you something. There are no blows to the head allowed in Fight Club. Some of our most brilliant people as well as great fighters fight there. No concussive force to the head is the essential rule. There is ONE exception. There are 'dentists' that trained at knocking ailing teeth out if they were needing pulled anyways. Pretty much anyone over level 30. That's why after 5 - Fighter, 10 - Warrior, and a few others, comes 30 - Dentist. There are dental exhibitions. Still, the no concussive force to the head rule stands. Although you can grab someone's head, you can't hit it, or slam them where their head hits or is joggled hard. The fights are unparalleled, however, some are told, when they ask, they can join a boxing league, or wrestling, or MMA if that is how they want to fight. Most still stay and follow the rules in Fight Club. 

Don's snap started a flow of fighters, 20 were sliding over the hood of the FatMobile-- a 1980s sedan, an Olds Toronado. Monica, Amy and two of the elder Gakusei were flinging trays while Ann was cooking McPizza's on the grill. She'd skipped breakfast and was hungry so had a brilliant idea. "Save the last tray she hollered."

The other pupils were sitting on the floor, watching the exhibition. Each tray hit an invader, the McJobs and the Posters. One arm, then the other arm. Nerve flings. They were incapacitated and sat down because they couldn't use their arms. Now it was Don's turn to drop his jaw. They'd recover (Don too) in about 10 minutes. The last invader only got one arm hit. His left. It was Danny. He took a firm stance and beckoned to Amy. Amy was a 12 at that point. She just laughed and strolled over. Danny grabbed her phone off her belt hook and beat her twice with it at the mid-arm nerve centers that Amy had just demonstrated. Amy sat down, practically in shock. Danny waved at Monica. Monica sat down. Still, there was one tray left. And Ann came out with a fry basket filled with hot McPizzas. They were hot but not enough to burn. Although they were a little too hot to carry 2 stacks of them. Ann WAS pretty hungry. So she bared her pearly whites and tooka bite and flung the pizza. It splatted on Don's shirt. Then she flung another pizza and it hit Danny's crotch. Pretty hard too. He groaned a little bit. 2 more of those and he'd have to sit down. She took another bite and one more followed. He had to sit down. The food was doing her morale great.

Don stepped forward and said, "I love Pizza!" Ann flung a pizza with a big bite out of it and an extra firm crust at the side of his face and knocked a tooth out. "How yah gunna do that with no teef?" Then she flung another Pizza and knocked another tooth out. Don was getting implants, his teeth were relatively healthy, but he knew the signs that it'd be like a couple of root canals as well as X-Rays and then he'd probably need implants anyways due to Coca-Cola. He didn't like dentists, so he had them removed by Ann who while a 20 the same as Don had been training at Profether Dingleputh's Special FX house. Where throwing discuses and bopping mannequin's heads with quarterstaves etc. could be explained to any observers. Dingleputh was a 70. That's like Chuck Norris to you and me. Hulk is like 90s. However, that is as a Sensei. He fought as a 50, although he had other characters with higher fighting ranks including a 70 that he retired in 1979, a cowboy named John Wayne.

"Awright, I'll make you assholes breakfast. But then GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!"

He meant it this time. It was 1 hour and 20 minutes since the aftershock. They have lunch breaks and sometimes a dinner break too. ^1hr20

Part 25: Drums makes a friend.

She clambered off the roof. "Ann, I want to set up a communications center." "Steve Mac's already got it. It's at King's Burgers and Sushi near the Post Office." "Also Ann, you probably wanna flip Fat Boy the bird." Ann looks. "On it" Drums leaves as Amy is pulling her car up. "Amy, please call me in 30 minutes at King's Burgers." "Choo got it, dentist lady." Drums starts loping up towards Plummer along the alleys and parking lots about 70 yards West of Reseda. She sees that it will be evenly matched with the Posters and the McJobbers. So she keeps goin' even though she could wipe out that whole team. We'll discuss this later during 'The Banquet.' 7 minutes later she's at King's Burgers. She spies Steve Mac with two tanks of nitrous and a gas mask and hose over his shoulder. "Lemme get the door for you." She picks the lock deftly, under 4 seconds. "Thank you blonde lady." said Steve. Drums follows him in and swoops the table set off the counter, pulls up a 3rd chair and Steve lays one tank on the split between table panels and sets the other on the floor leaning up against it. "I haven't tried this stuff since the 70s. I usta love it." "I remember" says Drums, "You beat the pants off me twice in 1975. Once cuz I craned my neck to see why you'd slowed down even with those huge tanks on the roof. We were going wayyyy faster than I was used to." "Pick up the phones and I'll set it up." "The phones are verified" said Drums, "They should be having breakfast, I'll strollllllll back." Steve offers her the mask. She inhales. "Niiiiiice." She was already pretty stoned, It kind of put a glisten on her high, she liked it. "Thanks Steve. If you got some later I'd like to do some focus tunnels." "You got it lady." said Steve. ^1h20

Part 26: Boarding

Ed saw that the skimboard ramp was up and the launches were departing. All but one were filled with sailors. The one in front of the skimboard ramp wasn't. It would be a 30 ft jump, coming in at a high angle, with 15 feet to brake. Piece of cake. "Get your belts on ladies, Feral and I have already." Ed floors it.

30 seconds later Ed asks, "Permission to come aboard." He doesn't have to, it being a launch but he likes being pesky sometimes. So does Bruce Willis. "No." he said. "Ahh shut up, what's for breakfast?" "There are a mess of Hot Pockets in the microwave up front." Bruce was a 30 at this point, although his Jeffery Hunter character had been a 50. He liked to scrap and not just be in master's combats. Ed was a 50, although there'd been discussion a few months before about his accession in a points win against Dingleputh. That'll probably come up at the banquet, although there's going to be a lot of stuff before Dingleputh's retirement. He retired every year. ^1hr20

Part 27: Debi gets her team on.
She roared into Caesar's Palace Drive in her souped up BMW E28 M5, her team's fleet of stock BMWs (they'll all be called BMWs from here on out, no other cars of note in this event were BMWs. Debi's may be added 'hers' to distinguish) were all packed and loaded, there were 70 of them. Hers was full of gals at the moment, we'll discuss who later. The two in the back, Victoria Paris & Teri Weigel would be following in separate rides in case of any breakdowns. Next to her was Ginger Lynn, who ran in to get a buffet container of breakfast for she and Debi. A breakfast burrito for Debi so she could drive, and a grand slam roughly for Ginger. Everyone else had eaten or had a similar repast delivered. You'll see why this is important later. ^1h20

Debi yelled, "HOHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" and the 70 cars as well as the other 4 parked behind her began filing out of Caesar's. They'd be back by 3 am except for a couple of them. The time now? 6:01a.

We'll be checking in with them as they drive. Their moment of arrival is estimated to be 11:00 am at Chili's in Northridge.

Part 28: Aboard the Tole Mour.

Tom Cruise and Arnie were watching their crew of 3 (a skeleton crew) lower a net for the launches to climb up. "I'd love to see the 13 do their work." "They vohn't bee streeping." "I'm aware of that, still, mebbe I'll get lucky." "Just don't drop yer dick een dah dirrt." "Doom is my lady, she's fine and well kempt." "ALF vuz a ver-ry niice touch." "We'll need a motto soon, but as long as we know it's on, Nicole won't miss that ALF that I won, I was drunk as fuck at the fair. At it, she <here he imitates Arnie> ewst to glaare." The launches had been approaching from the distance. Inky Blinky the ship's cat hissed gently as the launch with 'The 13' arrived. Nameless, dressed in black, in performance they'd wear bikinis and masks. They never took off their masks.

Steve Martin was nursing a bruised shoulder. He had made a lil' pass cuz after a shnort he was feeling bolder. "Permission to fuck your daughter, sir." "Shuht up, get yer guys on."

It took 7 minutes to get all onboard, Bruce climbed in, another sailor hopped into his launch, and the launches went back to clean up the ramp and return to base.

"Welcome back Cap'n" said Arnie.

Part 29: Cap'n Ed.
"This Tourney has commenced," announced Ed "We're an hour and a half into it, and I haven't seen a fight yet." "I pinched you really hard, does that mean I'm a 50?" "Wench! We gotta talk." And that's how 'The Wench' got her name.

Part 30: Ed's quarters.
The Wench followed Ed in to his stern quarters. "Ed," Molly said softly, "start calling me a stupid wench who should be working under the Captain's hindquarters. then say "C'mere!""
Ed did just that really loud. 
This part was scripted what is about to come. 

Part 31: Agony, agony, agony.
Ed stumbled out clutching his nutsack. "Arnie, you and Tom drag her ass out here." They were 50s. Not a problem. Ed hadn't really been injured, the drama was implied, very few picked up on it. It would not have counted as a combat because Ed far outranked Molly. Although with a formal challenge, it would have. Even "I'm going to kick your ass." said in earshot of another member would have been sufficient. They came out holding Molly by both arms and she was kinda tuggin' between them. She liked a few guys in the crew, a few gals too.

Part 32: Formal Challenges.
"Time to see if any of you fucks is worth a shit," "We got any grudge matches?"

At this point there were none.
"Then I'm gunna call a few." "You'll all know each other."

Part 33: The Pooping Time.

This takes place in two locations. Then we'll follow The Blondes a bit, followed by the idiots on the ship. First Taunts between the teams, then some sparring and a deck battle will follow.

Faye Dunaway wanders haunted into the McDonalds parking lot door. They know she's a non-combatant.
From the crow's nest slides a black shrouded figure that a couple of the sailors recognize as HER. She lands on deck.
In unison, both women say LOUDLY, ^1h57
"This chaos is with a price! There will be a time of the pooping, and many of you being pooped, and all of you facing THE HOSE! THAT TIME HAS BEGUNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN!"

Part 34: HER.
Bruce Willis says "WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU?!"
HER SAYS "I am the DAUGHTER OF SHE! HERRRRRRRRRRR!"
"Where the fuck's Faye Dunaway" wags Charlie Callas from the deck. He'd been to a few of Buddy Hackett's parties.
"Shut up upstart! I am a 30."
"Yah look like a 2 worm."
Charlie, a 12, was in for the beating of his life.
She stepped through the crowd as they parted before her. "Kiss my foot you ridiculous fool!" Charlie took a practiced Karate stance. Hands half-extended forwards crossing at the wrist. He towered over her. He was 6'0", she was 4'2" She spun and kicked at his side. He tried to push her down she flowed like water without changing form. Then she spun and kicked him in the side again. And again. And again.

Cap'n Ed said: "ENOUGH!"
Her WHIRLED.
Then tossed him a jaunty salute. "Yah need a feef?"
"You didn't ask for permission to come aboard."
"I'm not sitting on your lap asshole!"
Everyone knew Ed.

"You're our thief." he said.
"Thank yah, Cap'n."

Part 35 - Faye Dunaway's Manifestation of SHE.

1h58 The audience was stock still sitting on the floor finishing their Big Macs. The 7 had grabbed AM/PM on their way to the Post Office. They were not in the least concerned with Faye's arrival (it being lunch break) and stood stock still as 2 of them realized that Faye Dunaway's prognostication was part of 'Annals of SHE.' Don't you DARE make that joke about it. It had been read before the 1941. SHE's Final Appearance.

Faye slumped to the floor. This made it clear she was a non-combatant. Him had joined the smokers. He'd had a spaghetti plate for breakfast. "SHE has blessed this event. There will be a clear winner. Lord help us." "The other two kept silent. They were both 'Bonded' at Rank 60. They had chosen silence as their vow but only during Fight Club. Jimmie Walker and Henry Rollins. Public Enemy's Chuck D. and Flava Flav, as well as Biz Markie, Michael Franti, & Rono Tse. The 7 will perform later today.

Part 36 - Ann was astonished.

Stark staring madness was the look in Ann's eyes. As most Fight Club members, she had heard the 'Annals of SHE'. Some guys refuse. That's OK. It's knowledge they can attain if they realize how important it is. Most do.

She knew this would be a marvelous day, filled with wonders, great combats, and clear indicators that the battle was fair, and the victory of whoever had won would be hard-fought, well earned and for many years would be remembered as the 300 were remembered by the Spartans. Heroes even in their deaths.

Don's head was bowed. He wondered if SHE was around. Spiritually, her body had long decayed. 

Amy handed the phone to Ann.

Ann knew what to do.

She called Dingleputh, and said, "Call Tiny Town. McDonalds. Full possession. There'll be another manifestation. Thank you."

Part 37 - The 7

"We could win this, here, now. However, you have partaken of Don's food (Say that 3x fast) and to remain in combat here after his defeat at your school's hands would be an insult to Don. We will see you when we invade your headquarters. In the meantime, we're off to stop your reinforcements. It's obvious it'll be the Beemer fleet. Same as you know it'd be Arnie and Ed since it's Don's place." said Chuck D.

"Him. Please prepare for the arrival of Tiny Town. They must investigate this locale, then they'll harry."

Chuck D was a 40.

"Hey Don. Your visor left yah, what's gunna keep your dick warm at night." said Flav.

Don rolled one finger up and then rolled it down.

The 7 split. ^2h10.

Part 38 - Tiny Town

There were 40 members of Tiny Town. From 1-40 in rank. They will not be using their names here. The little people in question are intensely private due to a number of activities in their life that would require some kind of alternate identity or position. At a later point, they'll act as harriers in motorcarts. They were accompanied by 2 full-sized individuals. One, Mother Teresa. A 41 with incredible skills in Greco-Roman wrestling. She also had Judo knowledge that she often used to enhance throws. The other, was the beloved Profether Dingleputh. An old man in a white suit, with a cheesy mustache and bristling eyebrows. He looked a bit like John Bolton with a happier face and whiter hair. 6'1" 220, and he always carried his 110 cm lecture pointer. He used it as an épée. He'd hit nerve clusters to spasm them and a couple three hits could disable. He also would poke the right side of the chest in a painful heart shot. Even though the heart is on the left. He didn't want to cause any heart attacks. He rarely used that coup stroke. Still, occasionally disabling a series of opponents would require it. He was a 70. All of Tiny Town's members were under 4'2" and fully adult. Although they appeared to be 4 to 7 years old. They will change into their adult personas for the banquet. They won't be drinking while dressed as kids. Although some will be smoking cigarettes. Remember, their characters are adult as well, they just look like kids. Let me define that a bit. You card a person who looks like a 7 year old and his card says 21, it's obviously him, and he'll speak to you as an adult. However, they won't be smoking cigarettes and acting like kids. They'll take five, like Roger Rabbit's Baby Herman. In combat they won't be smoking, so they'll be fighting as, and acting as kids. Much like The Feral Kid.

Part 39 - Dingleputh's other school.

Dingleputh's other school is a middle school. The 100 students spoken of and 10 large bus drivers, one of whom is Hulk Hogan. Those 110 are all getting ready to show up at Chili's in about an hour ^3 hr 10. They will have changed into adult personas and will be drinking, smoking, cussing, and bein' pretty darn feisty. They'll still be on school buses. They range in rank from 12-40. 

Part 40 - The Arrival of Dingleputh
^2h10 A tour bus pulled up. 40 kids ran out of it, hardened their faces, and about half of them fired up smokes. Then, Profether Dingleputh stepped lithely out of the tour bus.
"I can alrweady telll dat we won't need to do an exorcism. She's spirit in herrr darktime had a farr mohr unholy resohnance. Once she waz freed, herrr spi-rit was p-ure."
"Laydeez and gentleman of the Beemers, I am abouht to de-liver a lectshor, after the lecshor, there will be a 10 minuht head start and then we will pursue. The Posters hee-ar will stay. Don's crew will have 'gohn hohm for dah day'. <Here I'm going to stop phoneticizing Dingleputh's pronunskiation. Although the occasional word and of course diction to remind you of his Steyrbrucke, Austria <although he would say 'remind you his Steybrucke, Austria'> inflections.> Dingleputh cleared his throat.


Part 41 - The Lecture of Dingleputh
"Why deh Blondes haf more fun is dah name of dis lecture. It is about why deh Blondes haf more fun.

The only thing I can think of is that the blondes haf more fun because they have more sex. This is dee end of deh lecture. Yoo guys better run."

Part 42 - Mother Teresa
Mother Teresa prayed for a moment as she always does after DIngleputh's lectures. "I'm joining up with the other team. Just so I don't have to hear your next lecture." Ann's 32 prepared to move out. "Mother Teresa, would you like to ride shotgun?" "Thank you Ann. I'm a fan of your early films." A bit of color rose to Ann's cheeks. "Thank you, I'm glad you enjoyed them." "Ann dear, can you tell me the name of your team?" "Hmm, I think 'The Blondes'." "I think that is a wonderful name. May I join you. You remain in command, I am a skilled strategist." 

Mother Teresa is very humble. She's a brilliant strategist. Ann smiled at her over her Beemer as they got in. "I'd like you to be my defense strategist. The Little Drummer Girl is my offensive coach." "That is a profoundly wise choice, she wages war where they expect a fistfight."

They drove off with their fleet of 8 BMWs. 2 hr 15

Part 43 - Mother Teresa's silent prayer?
"I pray I never have to hear another one of these."

Part 44 - Dingleputh's Second Lecture.
"Hokay class. Dis is dah lecture about how to fight with your underwear.

The greatest underpants fighters of our time, were called Dah Gumbies. Dey fought in dah 1970 battle I joined into with Fight Club during. It was the major battle of dah season. A group of drugged-out hippies against Fort Bragg. The Manson battle was big at the time, and the US Army wanted to learn defensive techniques against those who were zooped up on LSD. Dah Gumbies were C.O.s of 2 hippie squads. "Here," he grabs an Egg McMuffin wrapper off of the asphalt, "pretend this is your underwear." "Now watch." and he flips the edge of the wrapper while holding two corners so that the wrapper billowed. "If that were underwear you'd have a latex band that you could use to catch an opponent's foot or hand. Granny panties or tighty-whities are preferred, although a pair of boxers or a bikini brief could be used although they would allow the opponent's hand more freedom. He or she might grab the underwear by pulling back their hand quickly with the fingers curled. There is less chance of doing dat with tighty whities or granny panties. Boxers have a leg that could be easily grabbed too, then you will find yourself with your underwear used against you. Dis is dah end of dah lecture about how to fight with your underwear." ^2hr 20

Part 45 - Zoom to Chili's
So in 2 minutes the 33 fighters and Mother Teresa were at Chili's. They'd thought about taking Faye Dunaway there, however, they knew her safety was secure by Henry Rollins. He'd have killed any of them who molested her, or a better term perhaps is that they'd wish they were dead. Henry knew Faye from back when she used to deliver food to Black Flag's warehouse from back when they were truly starving artists. He wasn't there then, but she brought by brownies sometimes. They were fast friends.

Part 46 - Securing Chili's.
There was a security guard. Ann told him the story, he agreed that in this time of emergency (the whole of LA county by now had sirens and cops and fire as busy as can be. The only reason the 100 students of Dingleputh's middle school weren't in uniform is because they knew that tomorrow an early morning relief team would be far better than having a bunch of pooped-out workers from the day before.) that their cause could be beneficial to his security company (with all the lawyers) and would be handled by paying the insurance bill from his firm's coffers with Chili's corporate none the wiser. ^2hr30

So Ann sent 5 over to Dunn Edward's paints to buy ladders with cash to make it easy to defend from the roof. She also bought a whole mess of plastic drop cloths, she knew that it would help screen the windows and be easy to throw missiles through. Dunn Edwards opened at 6:30 and they were amenable to a cash sale. They were back in 10 minutes, then went back to get a couple more ladders they'd left. No problems at all.  ^2hr45

Part 47 - Faye Awakens

"What did I say?"

Paul Reubens told her.

"It is time." she said. "I will return. There will be one more message when the pooping of the losers begins, it will be near here."

Don chattered his teeth at both his nails and went the other way real quick once he saw she was going out through the parking lot. He was cleaning up the dining room of the food.

She walked off towards Vons.

"Help me get this crap cleaned up" said Don.

Part 48 - Another rule of Fight Club.

This rule is about leveling up. In the midst of the festivities with team combat, there was no benefit to calling a single combat between participants. As a dojo competition, the fights between Don and Ann Margret were over a dollar to pay for the other team to make breakfast, and for inititiative whether The Blondes would invade the McDonalds or fight the team in the parking lot. Roughly home turfs for each of them, With the soon-to-be Greasers preferring the Parking lot so Don could smoke as well as Danny in character.

Equally ranked fighters can challenge each other to single combat for 1 point advancement. 1 a year. Although if a fighter loses, he may challenge another equally ranked opponent whenever one appears. 2 points and more there's no 1 point advancement limit per year, and the 1 point advancement remains available for one more point.

You'll see a lot of 5s, 10s, 20s, 40s, 50s, 70s, and the rare 90. That's usually to make for good single combat advancements. Often a fighter will elect to fight at a lower level as the same character to make for choice locations or more fights. That sometimes involves a change of prop. Eg. The Feral Kid, a 40, could have challenged Cap'n Ed, a 50 with the mutually agreed 10 point handicap of a 1.75 liter bottle of any spirit (or water) for a 1 point advancement for Ed, or an 11 point advancement for Feral. Even though he'd fighting at a 50 with the handicap. Ed gave him a ride because neither one of them had had breakfast. It would have been a weary 5 minute battle for both of them. Feral wasn't hungry to advance at that point, having just jumped 2 points in a challenge the night before and Ed wanted breakfast.

I know that's a little confusing, just remember, some fighters can fight barehanded at different levels than they might with a prop and vice-versa. They still remain on the books (not necessarily their characters) as their maximum fighting level. As far as characters, except for challenge situations, they have to downgrade, a worm can't play a Cap. Caps are level 50.

Part 49 - One exception to the above.

Occasionally, a worm may get a role as a sailing ship captain whose ship is taken by pirates, a tank commander whose tanks have a mutiny, a King who gets tossed in dah pokey, or other similar debasement to indicate his lack of formal stature. The actual Cap is usually the ringleader of those actions. The worm is never a 50 and generally loses in any fight except against a 1 or 2 or a new weapon or fighting style that is as revolutionary as a sword in the Stone Ages. Occasionally a worm brings one of those in to level up to what most members refer to as 'their natural' or 'a natural' rank.

Part 50 - The Rock loses his second fight.

So the go-karts of Tiny Town had been delivered on a flatbed, and after building a formation to travel in, the go-karts departed about 2 seconds ago. They had headed down Reseda towards the Chili's. It was the obvious choice, greasy food, salads, boose, crazy flair, and ability to present fire upon 4 directions.

The Rock had helped with the rest of Don's staff in cleaning up all the mess from the fights and breakfast. The FatMobile remained where it was. For insurance company purposes, those companies were reimbursed from a corporation owned by Fight Club members. Sometimes those were side-bets.

The Rock asks Pee-Wee Herman to take out the full garbage. The Rock in normal times being the Assistant Manager.

"Go fuck yourself asshole." said Paul Reubens. "Fuck you buttmunch, I'll beat your ass." said The Rock. Pee-wee pulled out a spatula and flicked Dwayne's ear with it good, then he threw The Rock 180 degrees when The Rock tensed after the ear-flicking, Paul grabbed Dwayne's hand very quickly threw the lower part of Dwayne's left arm to rotate him along with a shoulder grip and a push down. Pee-wee had studied some heavy military grappling. Dwayne sprawled on the ground and Pee-Wee sat on his back and paddled him with the spatula. Dwayne had lost his second match, ignominiously. Don't worry Rock Fans, Dwayne makes a 40 before the day's out. 


Part 50 - The Rock gets his name.

So Darrell Frock arose from the floor. Beaten. Angry. That was his character's name. Darrell Frock. He took off his visor. He took off his apron. He untucked his uniform shirt, and he fucking tackled Pee-Wee Herman into the ground and into a 4. No challenge required. The first match was over, his second the moment he charged. Pee-Wee hoped he might recover with a short throw. He was wrong. 

He arose. Showed his name tag, and said "From Now On. Call me 'Sir Boss!'"


Part 51 - Dinglepuths Story Intermission

In 1969, in the middle of a Massive King of Cowboy Hill meets Mechanical Bull tournament. Dinglepuths showed up with a gang a' Hippie Protestors, not all hippies but lots. So many hippies dat even Dinglepuths have on flower power/Hawaiian bandana aqua blue with big yellow hippie flowers slash shower appliques because he knew dat dis one would abrade.

The Hippies' signs dey all say "Make December Dinglepuths".

"Haloo Everyone!" say Dinglepuths. "I am here to make December Dinglepuths! Dere nuff months that not Dinglepuths in dah year, dat to have December be dah month of Dinglepuths is a small ting to ask."

"Here I show you how good it be." and he wind up a Victrola dat have a record album and deh brassy, clangy, sounds of like deh Bing Crosby 50s Christmas album start playing from teh rekkid player.

Here's what it play.   

Dah Dinglepuths Christmas Album
All is Vanity Label - 0005

Side A
Here come Dinglepusth.
Dingleputsh Fideles
Little Saint Dinglepusth
Here come Dinglepusth (Rhumba version)
We Dinglepusth you a Merry Christmas.

Side B
Rudolph, The Red-Nosed Dinglepusth. Shatner, Allen Sherman, Mrs. Miller 12 minute song drunk as fuck everyone
We Three Kings of Dinglepusth are.
Dinglepuths we heard on high.

Side C
O! Dinglepuths town of Bethelehem
I saw Mommy Dinglepusthing Santa Claus
Dinglepuths the Herald Angels Sing
I been working on teh Dinglepusth Christmas railroad
Frosty dah Dinglepusth

Side D
Mele Dinglputhamaka
Dinglputh Bells
Itth Dinglepuths a lot to look a lot like Christmas
Silver Dingleputh Bells
God Rest Ye Merry Dinglepuths

He play a few songs, and say "Dat Enough," and throw first album against deh wall. "Since dere never be toooo much Dinglepuths, here dah second album, and he start singing along with "O! Dinglepuths town of Bethlehem, how Ding-el-Puths you lie. Above thy DInglepuths and 'Buy My Album' sleep dah Dinglepuths go by"

Den, anudder song. "I sawwww Mommy Dingleputhsing Santa Claus, underneath dah Dinglepusth last night"

One of dah string tie civil rights-era protestors dropped her sign and say "I Done". It was Dorothy Gish retiring as standardbearer. She walked behind the corner to laugh at the stoopid, stoopid song. She be back later. She top fighter. Montgomery Clift ran and picked up her sign and started chanting "Ommmmm Make December Dinglepuths in Hawaii." It was an ad for the next major tourney, and a suggestion to make December 03 (you see like om on its side) available as well as maybe some of the next few days and to set up a Big Island identity for then. I tell dat story before dah whole book is done. Back to deh ongoing one.


Part 51 - 1-619-Eat-Shit

That was the number of Debi's phone. She dialed 1-619-Fuck-You. She'd just finished her burrito and was kinda remembering the time she visited 'The Last Spike' as a kid.

"Ed, you're a fucking asshole."

"You want me to fuck your asshole?" said Ed. 

"You couldn't even get up to my butthair with your little cock." said Debi.

Ed was on his phone, HER had just signed on as thief.

"Bitch! Make me a sandwich."

"Tell you what asshole, your team wins? Our team will make your team sandwiches. Your team wins? You're making us sandwiches, asshole."


Part 52 - The Deal struck.

"You got a deal bitch, but how bout I show you just how big my dick is." The pittance established, a side-bet had begun.

"You're gunna have to parade in drag and ask your team for dates if you lose, right outside The Hollywood Bowl."

"I'm not gunna fuck 'em" said Ed.

"Yah don't have to fuck 'em, but I'm not doing ass-to-mouth or eating your asshole."

"If I wanted a fucking hamburger, I'd go to McDonalds."

"You should go to KFC and shove a drumstick up your ass." said Debi.

"That'd be another bet, maybe after I collect on the first one, I'll kick your ass again."

"I think if I win that one, Trevor Donovan gets to fuck Molly in the ass. We'll see."


Part 53 - On the soon-to-be "SS Bitch! Make Me A Sandwich!"

Molly was kind of watching and listening between Arnie and Tom Cruise. She was relaxed and they all were watching.

"Molly! Trevor Donovan wants to fuck you in the ass. I'll defend your honor. It'll be a hard battle."

"No! You can't have sloppy seconds asshole."

"Is that a yes?"

"That's a "Fuck Yeah!"" said Molly.


Part 54 - Back with Debi.

"She says "Fuck Yeah" bitch."

"Then consider we'll have a match at the Hollywood Bowl either way."

"Done and done.", said Ed.

"See you in Northridge yah cunt." <click.>


Part 55. - What if Ed wins?

You saw that, I wrote it that way. I left one line out.

While Ed was talking to Molly, after she said "Fuck Yeh"

Debi said on the phone to Ed. "I'll eat that chicken leg if you win."


Part 56 - Arnie vs. The Wench

Ed yelled. "You guys are gunna swab the deck, or 4 of you can fight."

Charlie Callas had just passed out the last Guinness.

Molly knocked hers the fuck back and said "Arnold! Yer a bitch."

You've seen the outcome of a great mismatch. When HER nearly broke Charlie Callas' ribs.

This was an even greater mismatch.

Arnie says, "You bet-ter be kid-ding me or you dead."

Molly stepped forward 3 paces, turned around and flipped him The Bird.

Arnie pitched off his ballcap, and hunched over like a linebacker.

Molly knew he'd hunker down to avoid hip throws. She knew he had practiced capoeira during 'Predator', and that's how Dingleputh would teach it. She ki-eed and ran at him. Leapt, and shoved her crotch in his face hard, pushing him back, flat on his back, and knocked the wind out of him.

She was now a 50.

Part 57 - 2 ladders, 4 paint cans, and the ultimate go-kart spinout.

The Little Drummer Girl and Mother Teresa were walking back from the paint store with 2 ladders, 4 gallons of paint and a shopping cart. The Little Drummer Girl was pushing the shopping cart while holding both ladders under one arm. Mother Teresa similarly had one arm full of ladders. Teresa said "Go-Karts." "Drop the ladders in the street." said Drums. They both moved towards Chili's and Drums pushed the cart across the street after pulling out a gallon of oil-based paint. She pried the lid off with the bottle opener in her pocket and dumped the gallon near the ladders. The go-karts were 30 yards away at that point, they sped up to catch some major air with the ladders and their knobby tires.

That's not what happened though. Zelda Rubenstein (the old lady from Poltergeist) and Tiny Ross (Vermin from Time Bandits) hit the ladders and oil slick, and spun around about 10 times apiece.

Drums and Teresa grabbed the paint cans and hustled back to Chili's.

Part 58 - A new second.

Molly picked up Arnie's ball cap, and said to Ed, "Whatta loser, you need a new second?"

Ed said, "Fuck Yeah."

The Wench said, "Not on your life."

She threw Arnie's cap back to him, and said, "Get me a beer."

Arnie complied.


Part 59 - Jeff Bridges vs. Steve Martin

Jeff Bridges hollered, "Fuck if I wanna swab the deck."

Ed sed "Find your bitch ass a partner."

Jeff looked at Steve Martin. "Chief Warrant Officer Martin, I beat your bitch ass, there's a big quake, Chief Petty Officer First Class bump me a grade or you're a snake."

Steve took off his shirt, in his undershirt he said, "One sided wager, you do my laundry for a year or go somewhere and become a major."

Jeff said "You're on fucker."

"Shall we fence?" said Steve, "First cloth cut wins."

Both of them were 30s, both trained by Dingleputh. This might be spectactular. It wasn't.

Steve walked over to the weapons rack, threw Jeff a saber, pulled a saber himself, and took a stance.

Jeff ran up a stack of kegs, did a front somersault, landed behind Steve and slashed the shoulder of his shirt.

Jeff was now a 31 and a Chief Petty Officer First Class.

"Arnie, you're an asshole, I'm stealing your raft."

There were two riverrafts on board, for swimmin' or clearing nets. Jeff hopped in one of them, slashed the supporting rope, and threw the saber back on the deck. He landed like a ski-doo and pulled the motor cord. "You'll get a raft back on Monday, Arnie!"

Jeff Bridges may become a thief later, but he isn't a crook.


Part 60 - Where the rest of the go-karts went.

So the go-karts had driven West on Nordhoff, South on Tampa, and East on Parthenia.

Of the 40 go-karts, 2 veered north to scope out the initial defenses, you've seen what happened to them.

The other 38 went South, they knew they'd be harriers of the reinforcements primarily, which meant they had a few hours to kick back. Their decision, hollered at each other while driving, was to go play videogames at Chuck E. Cheese about 500 yards down Reseda.

They all pulled into the parking lot, one of the 'parents' of the little people owned the Chuck E. Cheese, and it was cold enough that it didn't smell like a Yuck E. Cheese.

More on these folks later. There's a lot that can't be told here. They ummm... weren't all playing videogames.

Part 61 - Speaking of which…

The ship had pretty much turned into an orgy after the beer and fights. Many had paired off… some were in groups… Ed had been slapped three times.

After the third slap, Ed walked towards Arnie. Arnie wasn't having a really good day. Before Ed even opened his mouth… Arnie said "I kill you you say anything."

"This is work bitch." said Ed. "OK what?" said Arnie.

"This boat needs to get to L.A. faster. We'll need time to steal rides and set up."

"So wat the fuck you want?"

"Can you overclock the fish tails so we're at the shore by 9 am."

"Yoo fuckin' don't ask much do you?"

"Can you do it?" said Ed?

"We'll do it. I'll need you to watch the engine heat. I'll throttle it up."

And so… the Tole Mour I revved up for her last voyage.


Chapter 62 - The Little Drummer Girl.

She looked about the Chili's and saw that it was good. "I have a plane to catch." she said.

She waved, ran out the door, and from her BMW she pulled a semi-rigid glider kit with a 2 gallon solid fuel dispensary system that fired through a rocket. She called that ride her Goblin Glider.

She straddled it, pulled a motor cord, and zoop off she went at about 60 mph Southeast.

She hadn't strapped in yet. Once that was done, she heel-toggled the boost, and at 95 miles an hour with her thighs strapped to a glider, she went off to scout the Tole Mour. She was goin' at an upward angle of about 30 degrees. She had about 40 minutes to scope out their vector.


Chapter 63 - The Little Drummer Girl -- Part 2.

So about 2 minutes later, she pulled the cardinal mask with a plexi Oakley-style window (note it wasn't a helmet) off the handlebars, and over her head. She was strapped in, and the handlebars were for support not for steering, so it wasn't a problem. Then at 2 mi high she thanked the Lord for her French Alps ancestry and leveled out. Over Irvine, she spots with her spyglass a raft wayy out there headed towards San Clemente. Then, a cloud drifts away and at Carlsbad's latitude and Anaheim's longitude she sees the Tole Mour. But… on deck… they've seen her. A glint from a telescope makes it really clear, Molly has seen her ole Sweetie Dear.

Chapter 64 - Jeff Bridges becomes the the thief for The Blondes.

Jeff pulled his raft up on the shore at Long Beach, and told some teenagers playing hacky sack, that they could have his raft. He then headed to the 7-11, got a medium cherry Slurpee, and went out to the payphone.

1-800-EAT-SHIT he dialed.

"Debi!"

"Jeff, how yah doin' sexy."

"The usual?"

"Broke and drunk with a Slurpee and a cigarette?"

"Yup."

"Wanna be our spy?"

"Fuck no… I'm your thief, and I'm gunna steal all the wheels of those assholes at Chuck E. Cheese."

"You're on. Conditional upon them having no wheels in about 2 hours."

"See you Chili's."


Chapter 65 - The next set of Debi/Ed taunts.

<BlipBlipBlipBlipBlip>

"Whattayah want Ed?" said Debi.

"You drunk?" said Ed?

"Even if I were you wouldn't get any, Whaddahyahwant?"

"I'm naming the ship after you."

"Bitch?" said Debi.

"No, the "Make Me A Sandwich, Bitch!" Arnie's painting it right now!"

"Tell Arnie that it should have a picture of your dumb ass on the main sail."

Ed smiled. "Faye Dunaway's steady is workin' on it right now."

"If we break your mainmast? Can we bury you at sea?"

Ed smiled again. He doesn't win these often, Debi was tired from driving.

"Only if you dress up like a mermaid with a cigar."

<click!>

Chapter 66 - They mount the Klipschorn.

Arnie says, "Throw me that pulley in a minute" to Steve Martin.

Steve flips him a jaunty salute.

"It's going to be a granny"

"I'm going to be 15 feet up, it'll have to be."

He puts a rope in his teeth and starts climbing.

Steve waits, picks up the 8 inch pulley and throws it high to Arnie, who grabs it with one hand as it's coming down.

Arnie hooks the pulley on his belt, threads the rope through it, wraps it around the pulley a few times, and keeps climbing his rope to the top of the mast. Then, hooks the pulley on a ring on the mast, runs the pulley line down and tells Tom Cruise to tie the speaker harness to it. Tom complies, then Arnie slides down the rope he came up. He has gloves, and he tells Tom to ride the speaker up and hands him 2 belts and shows him the hook on the back of the speaker.

"The ring for that is 2 feet below the pulley. The rest of you guys, get the other Klipschorn and belt it to the mast at the base."

"HER! Will you please get Molly's girls to help raise the mainsail the wind is with us now?"

"Only if you let me call one song whenever I want today."

"Only if it's not Spike Jones."

"Choo got it!" said HER.

Everyone did their jobs, and Arnie climbed his rope with the speaker line and connector, threading it through eyebolts as he worked his way up. At each eyebolt, he'd hang with one arm for a minute, thread it then wind it around his arm again as he moved on up. At the top, he handed the line and connector to Tom who connected it to the Klipschorn and slid down the line.

When they both reached the bottom, they both shot odds and evens. Arnie won, and he pointed towards HER who cued up Led Zeppelin III and as loud as a loud rock concert back then… 'Immigrant Song' played.


Chapter 67 - Ed Calls Debi.

"Debi!" <he's in his cabin>

"Asshole!" she says in her most gregarious possible voice.

"We got our sound system up. You can hear us rock half a mile around!"

"How long til' yah play 'Pink Poodle?'"

"Bout half an hour,"

They ALL know Ed.

"To know you is to hate you." Debi said.

"Wanna know what I'm calling you for don'tcha dont'cha."

"It'll cost yah 90 bucks a second payable in advance."

"Check your trunk."

"Ed, the day you have more than $50 to pay for phone sex, is the day monkeys will call you to hang their drapes."

"Debi, you did call me, you cheeky monkey, and all I gotta do, is win this thing, and I will."

"How bout losers get slid down a greasy plank, into piles of shit."

"Best free phone sex ever." ^3h50


Chapter 68 - Drew's crew.

Drew's crew.

The Mean Old Lady from Santa Clarita = Drew
Old Grump = Madonna
Granny with a Shotgun = Rose McGowan
Dah Mean Old Man = Harrison Ford
and Featuring Lon Chaney as Dah Fatass Old Man
plus 25 assorted old people, some big names.

Chapter 69 - The Bingo Bus

After playing bridge for 2 hours, the seasonal playoff seeds had been filled. Most of Drew's crew of 29 people (most of them senior citizens, except for Old Grump's husband who was 30) were getting aboard the tour bus. 3h50 The phone rang in The Oaks recreation hall and Drew scrambled in to get it. She looked like an 80 year old lady. One fast-movin' 80 year old lady.

"What's up Debi?"

"It's Ed yah old bat!"

"Fuck you Ed, your show sucks."

"Yeh, phone home bitch!"

"Not for all the tea in Santa Clari."

"Tell Debi when you see her to look in her trunk."

<click>

Drew walked outside, climbed on the bus, and off they went.


Chapter 70 - The Coke Platter

Trevor Donovan snorted a line of coke off a silver platter from his trunk. The Bitch walked up and said, "I'm going to fire you as Standardbearer if you don't present a standard soon. Trevor's alllll messed up eyes all bloodshot half-drunk looking like a bloodhound with a headache. "Ann, do you still have that gladius and the dragon claw glove in your trunk from last week?"

"Yeh. You want 'em?" "Yes." "They're yours."

"Amy, you're into me for a couple of grams today, can you do a quick arc-weld for me?"

"They're paid then?" "Yup."

"Done."

"Ann, 20 minutes and we'll have the standard. It'll be a lanternschield using this coke platter. Lemme clean it off."

<sniffffffff>

"Here you are Amy."

Ann asked, "How is it a lanternschield?"

"The sun's out."

Ann's grin got biiiiig.


Chapter 71 - On Deck.

HER yelled… "They've got our vector!"

Ed said, "They're running late. Little Drummer Bitch?"

HER nodded with a wicked smile. "She's going to the dental office near McDonalds. I got her vector too."

"Shatnertech?" "Yup."

Ed picked up the phone. ^3h50


Chapter 72.

<Ring, Ring, Ring, Ring.>

"Fuck you Ed whatta yah want?"

"She's coming over to nitrous up?"

"Yup."

"She's used to whippets. She'll be out in one hit. Don't touch her or you'll have a new set of tonsils."

"Gotcha. She might think I might though."

"I expect no less of you."

<long dialtone>


Chapter 73 - The Road Ahead

Drew and crew were being driven by Mr. McGuffin.

His normal face was like an old 50s and 60s action strip, except about 55. He was a big man, he'd be called Rick or Jock or Bunyip. Like an athlete gone to seed. Like Kimmel on an average day.

His other face, is well known. That of Buddy Hackett.

He was DUI already. Fuck if any cops would pull over a normal driving tour bus, Buddy was an ace driver. He could knock back a fifth over 3 hours (a big guy) and drive any course for normalized driving, including hazardous conditions. He knocked back the last of his Jack Daniels flask and said "That's it til' Chili's."

In back, the party was full swing. Male strippers, and 3 gals doin' body shots in back. They weren't wrinkled below the neck, except for Rose McGowan. She had a skinny ole granny body and a belt full of 20s and that's about it.

She was collecting for the body shots, but about half of it was for her gyrations.

I'm not gunna talk about the other gyrations, but the ladies and gentlemen up front were all havin' a blast too.

This is how Drew and Rose got to be such good friends, buses like this to other Fight Club events and Las Vegas.

Cheers were goin' up for Dah Fatass Old Man who was doin' a double body shot in back.

More cheers were goin up for the Standardbearer's display of the Coke Platter the hard way, he was on the big screen in the front 3 rows. The gals were all swiveled around. Amy was taking orders for coke in an inset on the screen with McGuffin passing back grams and 8-balls for the day's event. The money was going where Dah Mean Old Man had his mouth. That varied.

Then, a news brief on McGuffin's pocket radio. "We gotta find a new route. The freeway's out." ^4h20


Chapter 74 - They take the 101.

Drew said, " Good thing we didn't start the bus."

"Ehhhh shaddap" said Buddy.

"We'd get to harrassin' them faster by the 126 than by the 101. That's why we were gunna go the 118. It's sure to be staked out quick. The 118 doesn't have half the surface streets. That's a deathtrap in itself." said Drew.

"What the fuck part of shaddap don't you understand?"

"One more time, bitch." said Drew.

Buddy reached to cuff her. Drew grabbed his arm slammed his ribs on one side and his shoulder up against the driver's window. He was pinned. Then she lifted him out and threw him out the window. Drew was now a 50. Buddy was drunk, but he taunted and threw the first blow. Drew won. She was now a 50. Before, she was a 20. As I said, Buddy was drunk, but that's no excuse. Timing and awareness of an opponent's condition is key in any fight.

Still, Drew almost always the lady, threw her keys out the window and said, "Take the aqua bug to Chili's, the one with flowers on it, and a peace sign."

Buddy flipped her the bird. "Some fucking Designated Driver you are! See yah at Chili's."

Drew was about drive that bus into 'The Greaser Zone."


Chapter 75 - Buddy's retort.

"WHATEVER YOU DO, DON'T TAKE THE 118! BEEEEYOTCHHHH!

"You'll have to jumpstart the car asshole!

The cables are in the back seat, they have Abbie Hoffman on them"

Buddy threw his cap on the ground and they were off like a herd of turtles."

Chapter 76 - A Houdini Interlude.

1924. Harry Houdini and Lon Chaney are at a bar. Lon Chaney is as a pissant 20-somethin' who has been buggin' Houdini for years. They're best friends.

Lon goes up to Harry. Says, "Hiyah Mr. Houdini."

Houdini says, "Dan, we've met about 20 times here. It always goes to shit. Piss off man."

Dan says, "I have nowhere to go."

"You wan' someplace to go?" says Houdini.

Dan says, "Yeah anywhere."

Houdini says, go up the street about 3 blocks, turn right, go a block, first alley make a left and go about a half a mile. You'll see a pit of quicksand behind a fence there, hop the fence, I send people there sometimes. No problemo."

"Choo got it" said Dan.

"Then, there's a rock, about 2 feet in front of the rock is a drop into the quicksand, and 2 feet down, is where my ass was in a movie. Put your lips right there, and give it a kiss."

Lon says, "You're a jerk, mister. You're not my hero anymore."

"Fuck off." says Houdini.

Lon splits.

Houdini sees some of the folks that aren't townies lookin' like he's not their hero anymore either. One looks about 15 with tears in his eyes.

"Look. That guy comes in here twice a week. Same stuff. Gives me all kinds of shit, steals my watch, he's a dickhead."

Some look mollified.

"He'll be back in 15 minutes and give me a bunch of shit after drinking like a fifth at my bar on my tab."

All the tourists smiled.

So Lon trots up about a block, goes into a bar, orders a J.T.S. Brown, and the bartender says, "You better have cash." It was John Wayne.

Lon said, "You know me…"

John said, "Like I said, cash."

Lon said, "Will you take an IOU." 

John winced. "This time. Payable tomorrow, and never again."

"Harry'll be in tomorrow with my money to pay it."

Then Lon chugs down about a 1/3 of the bottle, and leaves the rest where Paul Robeson is playing piano. on his tip stand.

Paul says, "Any requests?"

Lon says, "Taps, cuz Harry's gunna kill me."

Paul says, "Any other requests?"

Lon smiles. "Who stole the Keeshka."

"You got it, Lon."

The song begins, Lon tips everyone with his cap, and says, "OK, fucker's drunk enough."

He then exits the bar.

Harry's had a couple beers at this point. He's good, and he's nursing the last 1/3d of his second one.

"OK, everyone. It's showtime"

Lon busts through the door, half-crocked and says, "Harry you asshole! What's with that cash-only shit!"

Harry smiles, quaffs the last of his pint, and says, "Lon, everyone, The Great Lon Chaney." The whole tourist crowd intakes breath in delight. "Lon, go fuck yourself."

Lon says, "Choo got it, right here?"

Harry says, "You owe me $1.50."

Lon: "OK, but I get chips next time." In 2022's money, that's about $24. $1.00 would buy a bottle at the liquor store. Lon's was from Harry's bar.

Harry flipped him the bird, and said "Stick 'em up your ass, and you'd have chips and dip."


Chapter 77. - Why with all the cocaine?

Remember when Ann-Margret knocked out 2 of Don's teeth?

That's why. At both parties, over 30 teeth were extracted. Although some might say impacted.

Debi had an AMA certification that you might find out about in another book. She was prescribing physician, and Buddy, Drew, and Lon Chaney had pharmacy credentials.

Trevor had 4 wisdom teeth removed with his own lanternschield. They held it upright and chopped twice. Ann and Mother Teresa.

Chapter 78. - 
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The 7 = 40x5,  60x2 Henry Rollins & Jimmie Walker
The Heroes
Mr. McGuffin = 50
Dingleputh = 70 épée equivalent his 110 cm carbon lecture pointer like a really hard poke, nerve spasms, not disabling, but enough of them and they're down. No heart shots allowed, right-side heart locale for disable. His coup that he rarrely woult uthe. Dingleputh unarmed fights at 90.
Jackie Chan = found objects shields and missiles 70 fights at 70 too.
Him = 20 max = 50
Her = 30 wushu. Max =41
McFuckYou = 20 Kung Fu
Ann = 20 jiujitsu max = 40
Danny = 7 max 21
Steve = 12
Eric Roberts = 12
Molly = 30 brasilian jiu jitsu
Bruce Willis = 30 Drunkyard Brawl
Steve Martin = 30 Tiger Crane
Jeff Bridges = 30 Dervish Fighting
Debi = 50 taekwondo sensei Specialty = Muay Thai Taunt post-2000 Taebo
Ed=50 Specialty Drunken Boxing Taunt: Can't hold his likker.
Dingleputh's Middle School = 12-40
Tiny Town = 1-40
Mother Teresa = 41 fights at 90 with garrote, her veil.
Hulk Hogan = 40
The Rock = 1 max 40
Charlie Callas = 12
Maulers = 32, 34, 37, 38, Annie and Rhonda 24 & 27.
Feral Kid = 40
Drew Barrymore = 50

200 Beemers
B33 Blondes first team
B110
B20 Santa Clarita
+ Feral
Mother Teresa
165

200 Ship
G40+1 Tiny Town
G7? + Don
G20 Posters
G7
+Steve Mac
+Her
79







4:30:55
4:32:00
x40 Debi +20 Beemers
x40 Cap'n Ed
x1h Ann Calls Feral.
x1h5 Feral Kid
x1h10 Beemers Away
x1h10 Boarding
x1h20 Departure
x1h50 The Attempted Wenching
x1h57 The Pooping Time.
x2h15 Skirmishes for advancement. "Let's see if any of you are worth a shit."
x@3h Chili's captured.
x3h15 "Speed this bitch up."
x3h30 "Speedin'er up."
x3h45 "The Little Drummer Girl"/ The Mainsail
x4 Jeff Bridges gives the Beach Boys his raft.
+4h20 Ventura Harbor
+4h50 Wheels mounted
+5 Grease.
+6h Beemers arrive
Danny & The Posters perform.
+6h30 Sortie
+7h20 Taco Bell
+7h40 Tom Petty plays.
+7h45 Muh Fuckin' Corndog
+7h50 Deploy
+8h20 Pussy Wagons Ahoy.
+8h30 The Broken Mast
+10h Bowling for Shit
+10h35 The Little Drummer Girl's Revenge.
+10h40 Get The Fuck Outta Here!
+11h2m The Rumble.





 






 






https://groups.google.com/g/alt.comedy.vaudeville
Vegas reinforcements arrive +6


ALF on a Stick, Death to Blondz, Doom.
The Coke Platter.
The Outrigger w/ Grapefruit 'spud cannons' = Pussy Wagons with 'cowcatcher' teeth.
Arnold Schwarzzenegger G, The Little Drummer Girl B, The Rock G, Hulk Hogan B, The Bitch played by Ann Margret B, Mr. McFuckyou played by Don Rickles G. Dom Deluise as Him. G
The Outrigger w/ Grapefruit 'spud cannons' = Pussy Wagons with 'cowcatcher' teeth.

Buddy Hackett as Mr. McGuffin. B


---
IV: The Banquet

Tell Don toup story here. Toup->Cards->Painting->Darts smell like farts.

---

V: Aftermath

The end result of all of the above was a tamping of the loosened geological elements to avoid sinkholes or anymore heavy aftershocks. All the combatants recovered from their insult, humiliations, and injuries. Although as you know some of them, as well as their wins and losses; you have taunts if you're a member and want to advance. Use them wisely.

I want to thank you all for your patience in my coordination team's development. Most of all. I want to thank Rodney Dangerfield. Also known as Harry Houdini. For his geological constructs, designs, and knowledge both lrned and applied. GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE!

p.s. Connery has the visor.

 

The Champions
There were 7.
Arnold Schwarzzenegger G, The Little Drummer Girl B, The Rock G, Hulk Hogan B, The Bitch played by Ann Margret B, Mr. McFuckyou played by Don Rickles G. Dom Deluise as Him. G

Buddy Hackett as Mr. McGuffin. B Sensei to the 7. They have to take him out. He's won Fight Club the last 2 years running. We'll discuss those years later in 'Sons of Houdini'.


Dearborn
Nordhoff
Rayen
Parthenia

Reseda
Etiwanda
Lindley

Vedro mentr'io sospiro. Tiny's choice.

Tales of Accounting #1

OK. This is the kinda story that I've heard regarding the Magic Castle's accounting department. With members like Harry Anderson, Rodney Dangerfield and Walter Matthau. There's a tendency towards complex and entertaining tax returns for members, side projects, and guild-like elements of the Academy of the Magical Arts which gives them broad leeway with the IRS. So.... the first story... takes place in the 1980s. Dangerfield sees a statement to the effect of put any penalties here. So he tapes a stick of gum to it. The IRS calls him in and they just stare at him for 5 minutes... and then tell him he can go. This kind of relationship was a little more rocky in earlier years. 1972. Dangerfield is a rookie in the Accounting Department. The Chief is Rube Goldberg who had died 2 years before. At least as Rube Goldberg he did. He had another identity thanks to his WWII work teaching impromptu machines. I'm not at liberty to divulge that identity. However, Rodney gets a call. March 12. Monday morning. The Amazing Randi was working on the year's returns offshore on the The Rabbit, the yacht that generally resides offshore for U.S. illegal activities (note, they remain offshore) generally like pyrotechnics and certain Tesla experiments. The Amazing Randi has eaten a rather important part of the 1971 tax return. It was written on a sheet of blotter paper, that depicted furry woodland creatures dancing about a pentagram. It was supposed to be photocopied and sent to the IRS on Monday. But..... Randi ate the bunny. Which had a good chunk of Goldberg's precision miniscule script and hand-drawn tax form. He didn't eat it all at once. It was over a 3 day weekend. Where he entertained himself on The Rabbit luxuriating in the relatively spacious and well-furbished atmosphere compared to his monastic-reminiscent cell/apartment at The Magic Castle. Swimming, painting, catch-and-release fishing, honing escapology, playing Art Tatum transcriptions, and doing tantric yoga.

Now.... to say that this was quite a pleasant endeavor while tripping balls on some Owsley-manufactured blotter was an understatement. But... like most experiences of that sort.... there was a crash. Rube came in and started yellin' at Randi in colors. Not just pleasant pastels either, but bright dayglo colors and paisley patterns that were very black and spikey with umbers and ochres. Randi ate at least half of the 1099 subcontractors section. A 4"x5" section filled with 4 point print, of people contracted for props, assistants, and assorted magical ephemera.

This could have been a disaster. It nearly was. But Rodney got on the horn with Daniel Posner in Washington. Described the situation and asked if they could get an extension. Daniel said "Absolutely not! Last year he shredded the returns and used them to line rabbit cages. That's all the leeway you got. Especially after Jonathan Winters and his charades returns in 1967." "We fired him!" said Rodney. "OK, OK, Fire Randi and you've got a deal" "Nope! I can't do that. We're going to need him to reconstruct the return. If you can get one of your guys here, We'll show you." Posner was audibly irritated "Look. You already showed me chiromancy audit techniques. It better be better than that." "It will be" said Rodney with his fingers audibly crossed behind his back.

So... the next day. Posner's arrived at Burbank Airport. The remainder of the blotter sheet has been photocopied and there were probably some very entertained marine mammals. In one of the subterranean chambers of the Magic Castle Rodney is putting Randi in a hypnotic trance. Posner looks queasy. Rube just looks ticked. And Joey Heatherton has a steno pad ready to rock. To make a long story short, the WHOLE episode had to be transcribed. Randi's impression of what was on each piece of blotter he ate, annnd the intervening time period summarized in Randi's long-winded fashion. "And then I tried to capture the fluffy clouds using my smallest horsehair, one stroke, two strokes three strokes, four strokes, five strokes, oh... the beauty of the Pacific Ocean. I sauntered over to the table and had a piece that had the letters Joh above Fel. Things were getting pretty shiny as the sun dropped and my dolphin buddies were dancing out among the waves, I considered adding them to the painting, but I'd already masked out the areas that I wanted to touch upon ocean conservation and encroachment of habitat via oils and canvas. Can I get some lemonade?" The next three days were a miasma of dull reverie and memory and hypnotic trance and transcription. But, in the end, the return was completed, Posner realized he MIGHT need a return recalled someday and Randi was promoted to Cabana Boy. This has been another tale from The Magic Castle... I like to call this one. Bunny bunny bunny, IRS wants their money.


TBT 

There's no telling what thoughts went through their brains. But the only thing they 
needed was some goop for their hair. Brylllcream, a big dab did ‘em. Cops came out, 
cuz girls didn't like the implication. They mess out the window won Houdini's favor. 
But what gave them power was simple, their love of the ocean. 

TDA
OZZY Driving. You know his ways, stoned like a brother, he drove around for days. Up in the hotel where all those guys played, he went driving with his manager's daughter and it changed both of their days. His dream, from the Alamo, was to find a place to whiz. Houdini's only answer was to piss in the dirt. He always did and that's why he had such cool bowling shirts.

"And I know that you always hear me." John 11:42


